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PREFACE. 



Tbeeb is sometfaing repugnant to the feelings of 
honor in bresking open the letters of other people; 
jtif in nine cases out of ten, curiosity will equalize 
thio balance of conscience. The following letters 
wen found by an old gentleman in Dublin, who is 
widl known to have possessed since his infancy an un- 
conqaemble propensity to pry into other folk's se- 
isrets ; at the same time, being quite a devotee, he 
is eternally suffering from the qualms of , conscience 
which follow his cnrionty. On his perceiving what 
he bad fovnd. he remained, as it were, hovering be- 
'tween the.'eri4i to^.p^nndiv vhe enclosed secrets, and 
the propriety. of, ddixering, them into the owners* 
possession; biit^. ,. 
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*' Like ihh Da4 io doool^ \mhim boBiid» 

^ ttood and paotM where lie Ikoald Unt bei^lo. 

And totb nefleoted,*'— 



PREFACE. 

putting the parcel carefully unopened into his pocket, 
and the^ Editor supposes they were forgotten. On 
his return to town, he turned his thoughts again to 
the packet, and decided upon a step which he sup- 
posed would unburden his conscience, and, at the 
same time, give a chance to his curiosity, namely, 
putting them into the hands of a bookseller, whom 
he suspected would, in all probability, publish 
them. After taking this step, and Jsermonizing 
t little with him upon the inviolable sanctity of ho« 
nor, be concluded his interview by a few bints, 
such as ^** Something good in them, have a good 
run if published, eh !— droll dogs the Irish — Court 
secrets — um !" &;c. &c, ; and, with a look of curious 
meaning, departed. However, the bookseller, bang a 
little more conscientious, decided upon not breaking 
the seals until he had given the owners every fair 
chance of claiming them ; for which purpose, they 
were repeatedly advertised.-— Three only were claim- 
ed; and the rete^nder V>H**being.opefieSil :were found 
to give so ludicrous *apcl /in. unimupg .account of the 

goings on in Dublin during-' h^6 M^4 y's visit, 

that he had them mf ii|to.7ers(s' tmd they are now 
given to the pubhc wiai*Kttl^:6r *do> Variation from 
the originals. 
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LETTER L 

VROM H— M Y TO SIR B— N B D. 

Holyheai. 
Mt tebt dear B D, 

Your letter I've read 

Bitnigfat by S th, who came in such haste to the 

Head, 
That he ran down a wherry with twenty* on board, 
Bnt thank heay'n the poor fellows have got safely 

shoi'd. 

* Tlie account layi only seoan meoi and that the cargo 

wai woitii ^00. 

b 
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When I asked him the news he appeared as h 

drunk ; 
*' A ship/* said he, ^^ 's just struck by Lighttiing^i' 

and sunk,*' 
But I pardoned the pun, as I knew the old fellow 
Was fond of the whisky — was merry and metlow. 
'Twas the first that e*er brightened bis dullness no 

doubt, 
And the death of the — — brought this giggling out. 

With regard to the landings V re made up my mind ; 
Appearances must be consulted I find. 
But go Tm determined, for sweet Lady C— * 
Is now three days anxiously waiting for me. 
So rU do it by steam in the priyatest way. 

Mothr Sid recommends me to lock myself iii 
Ai the Lodge in the Park, and then sail out again 
When the funeraPs over— to land in full style. 
Thus let the crowM see my first step on their Isle. 
Though poor Sid's not an Irishman, yet I don^t 

wonder 
At this, for you know he*8 aufait at a blunder. 

f Lord S. sailed in the Lightning Steam Packet. 
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The day after to-morrow expect me — till then 
111 be literally dying with eitnui, Ben. 
Enclosed is a note for my dear lady C. 
Take it to her yourself, and — don*t kiss her for me. 
Now adieu, for I'm bilious^ though not yery ill ; 
1 wish yoa were here just to hmid me a pilU . 



IS 



LETTER II. 



FROM SIR B— — N B f P TO H^S 

M TY. 

Stephen's Green^ Duhlins 

My L — E, 

Is it possible ? can it be true ? 
Do I read the delectable letter from yoa ? 
So she*8 really dead ! 'Pon my soul ! 'tis such news. 
That for joy I could dance out of the soles of my shoes. 
I agree with your M  ty, 'tis rather awk- 
ward ; 
Unfeeling men never in slander are backward ; 
And this visiting show may dispose them to speak— r 
Lord ! I wish she had pot off her death for a week ! 
But you see its just like her and that booby Woopj^ 
She annoy'd you as much as she possibly could. 
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Why she put back tlie grand Coronation a year. 
Ay, and when it took place left the benches half 

bare; — 
But the worst of all is, when the ** beautiful'* thing 

Of shewing the Irish tiieir elegant K ; 

When the crowds at Dunleary were deck*d out so gay. 
To behold their great idol tow*d into their bay ; 
When the cockades, and banners, and ribbands, 

were flying, 
And the women to get but a glance at you d3ring; 
When a white stone was placed to receire your right 

foot. 

And. to bear down to ages the size of your boot ; 

When ropes of red silk, ay, and full eight mtVf^long, 
Were to drag you, the god of uproarious throng, — 
G— ! only think how malicious and sly. 
Just to teaze you, to take to her bed, and to die !^ 



Well, my L-— e, as you ask*d my advice, 1 must say. 
That the death of such wives should*nt thwart me a 
day. 

* Tbii paiMge reiembles that of an HibefDian melody, 

'WaaUjr tang in the coaoty Tipperary, the oatl? e place of the 

worthy writer of thii Irttf r. It rans thus t 

" Arrab, Driuiindubl Drimindpb! ivby did yov die!" 

U 2 
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I have sounded my countrymen here, and can swear 

That yonVe nothing like hooting or hissing to fear. 

For her death they care nothing, and if you'd but 

come. 
They woqld all, to a man, kiss yoi^r M— — ty's^ 
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Bat what am I talking of ? Can*t we prevent 
The news coming here of this lucky event ? 
For as yet no one knows it, but thinks she*s quite 

hale— ^ 
Is there no way, d'ye think, of detaining the mail }\ 

* Here the letter was blotted, but the Editor suspects the 
word left out was ** hand.'* 

f The foUowiti^ extract from The FrccmatCs Journal of 
Thursday, August 9, may throw some light upon the above 
liint: — 

'* We have waited to the latest possible mnmeot for the 
packet, but have at length been compelled to go to press 
without it. We understand both the Post Office steam ves- 
sels were detained on the Howth station last night. It is not 
very easy to conceive how so extraordinary a proceedii^ ai 
this can be justified. At no period lyithin our recollection 
was the public mind wound up to so high a pitch of anxiety 
for intelligence from the other side of the Channel ai it waa 
yesterday ; and yet this day of mingled doubt, and hope, and 
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Here the Posl-Master^s ready to do any thing 
for a knighthood — except disoblige his good K- 
Believe roe this seems a most feasible plan: 
Start from Holyhead, prithee, as fast as you can;— - 
I'll have ey*ry thing ready to- morrow, and so 
We may yet haye a very good chance of the show. 

To save time, Til send o?er S  h to you 

With this letteir forthwith, so, moilt.gneious, adieu! 

A B. B. 

Half»pa»t Ten, p. jr. 

fearful apiirebepsion, was the flnt that passed oyer for nanj 
mootb« without publie advices from ^olyhead. The whole 
correspondence of the country too has been interrupted by 
this detention of the mails. The convenience, and perlmpt 
the interests, of merchants, traders* and individoals, have not 
been more considered than the feelings of the public.*' 
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LETTER III. 

AN BPISTLB FROM DUBLIN JBRRY TO 
LONDON DICK. 

Deicrihing tke Preparatiom made for receiving the K— 

I WRITE to you, Dick, in a frolic some style. 
Just to mention the news which has made us all 

smile; 
Which states, (and I hope not hy way of a hoax. 
Since the Irish are not at all fond of such jokes,) 
That your K^< has determin*d our land to survey. 
Through the special advice of his friend C h ; 

Who gave up to England our parliament dear. 
And, by way of return, brings his M-— — y here ! 

Crod help OS I 'tis long since a M— — 'H we saw, 
By his power and presence to keep us in awe. 



17 



King Will was the last that ennobled onrlaad^ 
But he came with the sword and the pistol in 

hand; 
Cutting up the Romans z» butchers do mutton. 
And a Protestant crown had his foreign head put 

on; 
The Soldiers he licensM to plunder and kill. 
Yet his glorious memory Paddy drinks stilU 
But the times are i^U chang'd, and the K— that h 

coming 
(If the press is not Paddy most cursedly humming) 
Has no spirit for war, but the war of Dame Venus, 
And in that he'll have trouble, 1 doubt not, betweeii 



From the Boyne to the Liffey, the Shannon, and Ban, 
Maids, widows, and wives, long to see the great 

man. 
Lady D. whose meridian is gone to the dogs, 
"Whose weight would out^balance a couple of hogs. 
Has commenc'd on her visage a youthful reform. 
Quite determin'd to carry her ♦♦*•♦*• by storm. 
Lady C. once a toast, ('twas in Rutland's wild day. 
When impudence bore all love's blisses away,) 
No longlBr appears like a time*batter*d hag, 
B^t hpa, purchas'd new te^th and 9 frizzled-up scrs^; 
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Quite d^terminM once more with love's powers ti> 

sporty 
And to go, if her legs will allow her, to court. 
Mrs. S. had her daughters, both lovely and fair, 
Pack'd oflp to SLillblarney to breathe country air; 
And appears a gay widow at sweet fifty-fiye. 
Declaring, at last, jshe's no children alive. 
The nui-s'ry young Misses are all pouring ont. 
The boarding-school girls all beginning to pout ; 
And the chit of nine years says she's out of her teens. 
Quite fit to appear in the forth-coming scenes; 
In short, such expectancies never were known. 
Since Erin has reckoned the Shamrock her own; 
And Father St. Patrick, with Missal in hand. 
Drove vermin and reptiles away from the land. 
At the head of our treat is the great corporation^ 
lillio, thinking to honor the pride of the nation. 
Have voted, "nem. con.*' just one ten thousand 

pounds 
To waste upon dinners; — ^but, Dicky, gad zounds! 
In the doing of this they do not shew their sense^ 
For their cofiers have not half the number of pence. 
Of Co9tigan's nualt they have laid in a store. 
And of raspberry whiskey ten tuns, if not more* 
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He who'll eat a whole ham and three fowls for a lancfai 
Faith, mast needs wash them down with some gal- 
lons of punch ; 
And to render the K — or the beggar more frisky^ 
!No cordial^s so good as our true Irish whiskey. 
In place of exaltiog the Cath'lic communion. 
They've tipt us a harp in the midst of the Union ;. 
To remind us that play, sing, or dance, as we wiUy 
. "We are but the vassals of Englishmen still. 
From Ringsend as far as the Pigeon-House wall, 
Will our ladies be noticed, so *' proper and tall;'* 
Who's intention's to make an imposing beginning, 
And shew the K— patterns of good Irish linen. 
Some suppose that the order to wear ** Irish stuff," 
Implies that the ladies must all be in huff; 
And, amidst such a number of backs and 
There must be a number of queer-co our'd hides: 
But a truce to conjecture, for two months will show 
These truths which we all are so anxious to know. 
My time is so short, and my subject m< long, 
If I write any more, gad, perhaps 1*11 go wrong. 
This is merely to tell you how we are prepared 
To receive the great man for whom nobody car'd, 
Till we heard he intended to scatter his money 
In Dublin, to render us joyous and funny. 
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His presence and party no doubt will do good 
To all wholesale retailers of animal food ; 
To fruiterers, gprocers, and dealers in spirit. 
And trades that are nameless, though not wanting 

merit. 
The first news that stirs 1 will write you again. 
Provided Vm in a true musical strain ; 
Therefore, Dicky, adieu, still live and he merry. 
And remember your crony and friend, '^ 

DuBLiK Jerry. 
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LETTER IV. 



FROM THE M— CH— — 8S OP  TO THE 

, IN DUBLIN. 

At iDHliiight, Love, 1*11 think on thee ! 
Al midnight. Love, O think on met 

LitiU Tammy* 

Best Beloved, 

It is now the dead hour of nighty 
And I take up my pen as I promised to write ; 
All the Castle's at rest^ nothing mars night's repose, 
Saye the sound of my husband's^ the llf«-Q«-s's 
nose.*-» 
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He b sDonng behind me in bed, and, uo doubt. 
His long promised Dukedom is dreaming about : 
By the bye, love, heUl take up this letter to you. 
And wont come back here before Sunday or so ; 
Then, if you come to-morrow, pray don't take it ill. 
If I do all the honours myself with good will. 

I have been reading Pope^s Eloisa all through. 
And it kindled such heayenly fancies of you. 
That the whole of my soul has expanded to night. 
And, like my mould candle, here melting outright. 
When I think on the hours I have Sat on your knee. 
And the roll and the leer of your bonny blue ee ; 
On the cut of that beautiful wig which you wore. 
And the curl of those whiskers, which now are no 

more: 
When I think on your front which, despising the 

Ways 
Of thin Dandies, was ready to burst through your 

stays ; 
When I think on your leg that has suffered so much 
From the gout, love, — and. Oh ! when I think on 

your crutch, 
I rejoice ii^the thought of still lending a hand 
To enable you, G— E, on the right Itg to stand , 
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And I rail at the ties of mankind, and no wonder. 
To think that such turtles should e'er be asunder. 

Love, excuse me; a letter from Dublin last night 
Says you don*t altogether go on very right. 
Now I*m not over jealous, but, faith, Vm half crazy. 
To think that you danc*d with that flirt Esther-— 

'•easy." 
Said I to myself, *^ I'll set traps for the dame. 
And she'll not gain the triek though she plays Ctin- 

ning game.^^ 
Yes, you danc'd with her, 6 y , and frisked with 

her too ; 
And when Paul's back was tum'd you played Cbl- 

ehicutchoo.* 

Well, I know you're a rogue, and forgive you for 

once. 
If you'll promise to leave off your favourite dance 
Till you come to S— e C — tie, (which hope will 

be quickly,) 
For, faith, I confess I'm for dancing quite tickly. 

* CWfcAicttfcAoo.— A ipeciei of danciof play nmch prao- 
tued aC Dablin in 1808. It was introdaced by I^y Clare, 
and is of a most ludicrous nature. 
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We shall frisk to the bagpipe our faronnte tune, 
Ainl my husband, as usual, shall play the bas- 
soon. 
I hare all things prepiTrM — ev^ry room in the house, 
Ev*ry bed — in fact, evVy thing's sleek as a mouse* 
We have set the distillers from Cork to Roscrea 
An at work to make whiskey for that gala day ; 
If unmix'd 'tis so strong you should wish to de- 
sert it. 
Into punch, my dear 6 , we can quickly con- 
vert it;— 
For we>e cut out a branch from the Boyne (that has 

merit,) 
Right staunch orange water for mixing the spirit. 
Whiskey Punch shall by Soutbey be sung to the 

skies. 
And champaign and white brandy shall yield up the 

prize ; 
And each loyal soul that belongs to the Boyne 
Is in hopes ths^t you'U knight it, the same as Sk 

Loin, 
Come along then, my G— — Y9 s^nd hasten my joys. 
Come, and do like the Prince of all whack-paddy 
boys. 
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We*U haye priests, aye, and pipers, and fiddlers, ga^ 

lore. 
And each Pat shall he drank from the Boyne to the 

Nore;* 
While the shamrock shall twine round your wig-co« 

ver^d head. 
And we'll dance, drink, and sing, till we're carried 

to hed ! 

C. 

• A river io tb« sooth ofj Ireland, which unitet witli the 

SlUlOMI. 
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LETTER V. 



fROM LORD 8 H TO THE MARQUIS OF . 

L — D — D— Y. 

Dublin Castle. 

a 

Comb, D t, come ; the merry Dublin cits 

No longer hate you, having lost their wits, 

I think at present if the very devil 

Came with the ***** they'd treat his Highness 

civil. 
Shake off all fear, your welcome will be hearty. 
At least Grant says so, from the Orange party ; 
And I am sure the Catholics are still 
Inclined to think yon can assist their bill 
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Behind the curtfia, with a few good words. 

When next it nins the gauntlet through the Lords : 

So, dn the whole, you see you hare a chance 

To lead the court and regulate the dance ;— - 

But bring, by all means, bring that cap and feather,^ 

Or splendid robe, or why not both together. 

In which you stole on Coronation day 

The cockney's hearts with one applause away ? 

And let your countrymen but see you walk 

In that fine dress ; and if you smile and talk 

TVith poor good-natufd Pat, and call him friend, 

\ hare no doubt you'll gain your utmost end. 

All now is strange uproar — report took wing 
This morn when C****s came, it was the *^** ; 
And, hearing that our gracious Master can 
Show back and sides with any Alderman, 
It was enough for warm good-humour'd Pat 
To see the man was strange, as well as fat, 
To make him shout with joy and wild surprise 
This turtlerbloated wonder to the skies. 
But when the So******n shows his noble face. 
And smiles and bows with that peculiar grace 
For which he*s fam^d beyond all other men. 
What will becona.^ of Billy C****8 then ! 
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So haste, my Lord, nor heed the stonny w( 
I long that we should take a jug together 
Of whiskey punch, that source of all my m 
The only perfect nectar found on earth ; 
Of which, whatever folks may say or think 
Shall he through life my Jirst, mj favorite 



i. ' 



|h .. 
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LETTER VI. 



f&OM SIR W— *-M C  TO ALDERMAN 

A— -N8. 

Duhlittm 

A n, dear A— -8 ! by G— d, (I must swear,) 
This here country, believe me, surpasses that there.^ 
Here a man suci) as / am is sure of respect, 
Tkere we*¥e nothing but grins and the coldest neg- 
lect. 

* The worthy B^— -t ha:< here evidently plagiarised on 
the folio wiof^ epitaph ; but, as H t¥aB written by bimselft it 
amy be allowed to pass without censure: 

'* H«r« lies Billj C ' ■, cor worthy Lord Mayor, 

Who htfs left thU here woirld» and is goiu to thai fAcrt.* 
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Wbyi in London, one cannot well walk through ib^ 

streets. 
But one*s jostled and sneered at by all that one 

meets; 
And beset by the wasps of the Radicals^ nest — 
£y*n the nose on one*9 face made a matter of jest* 

how different is Publin ! Here ey*ry eye 
Most respectfully watches to see me pass by ;— 
Here whole thousands escort me with uncovered 

pates; 
And though showering cats and dogs, keep off theii 
hats. 

1 assure you the M h himself does not meet 

With such noisy receptions as I seem to get. 

J am never the man my own praises to sing, 
But| between you and me, many think me the K— g 
And the Irish might make a worse blunder than this 
For the K— g*s growing like me in person and phiz, 
I can give you a proof :— -t'other day I went out. 
For the purpose of nothing but gaping about ; 
When the mob got a wind of me, Johnny — my eye. 
Hqw thy flung up their hats and their tongues U 

. the sky I 
<' It's the K— o ! it*s the K— 6 !— Shout, you rap- 
scallions, shout! 
Oh, long life to your M y !— Wheel him about!*' 



31 



Sh) they seiz*^ me, and up on their shoulders they 

hoist me>— 
I resifitedy though, truly, it secretly rejoiced me. 
But in vain ; for they hoie me triumphantly off 
Fqr the length of a street-^God, I could*nt but 

laugh ! 
And the Lord knows hoin^ far they'd have carried me 

on. 
If a Uitk dispute had not cut short the fun. 
A keen black^ooking fellow that close to me got, 
And who saw what I was, and knew what I was not^ 
Roar'd aloud, " Och, he is not the K— g !— Why," 

said he, 
<<The K — Q*8 nose is much shorter.'* All crowded 

to see. 
Some denied— some insisted ;— now blows follow 
blows. 

On the point between mine and his M y's nose. 

'Twould have made a man dying revive with a laugh ; 
But the short noses got it — and so I got off.* 

 * Ad occarrence of a ladicroui nature took place jretterday 
11 EiD^^s End. Sir W— — C— -^, and tome other fentle. 
neo, kaving walked down to the Docki to viiit bii yacht, 
were retaruiog ; when some penons who net theoi informed 
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I have been at the ^rand city fea»t. Sir, and tfiere^ 
As a matter of course, sat beside tfae Lord Mayoiu 
The dinner was qnite a Guildhaller-^nghi well; 
The ven'soB was fat, aAd was kept to a smell ; 
And, for second-rate Aldermen like, *pon my boqI^ 
Their turtle was got up not bad on the whole ; 
It was raining champaign corks the whole of ti^e 

night. 
And the scene was the centre of city delight t 
But throughout the whole e¥*ning the principal things 
Which attracted was m^— -not excepting the 



After dinner I speech' d — so did Lord C— — H, 
In his usual long-winded and humbugging way ; 
Pull of many fine things to flush Catholic pride, 
While the cunning dog put out his tongue toother 
side; 



those who followed that the worthy B 1 was the K-^g 

The news ran like wild fire through the increasing mob, and 

they proceeded to cheer him. The gratified B 1 returned 

the courtesy by taking off his bat, which seemed to convince 

the people he was his M y; and they literally carried 

their idol into Deosil-street before they discovered tbefr 
error ! — (Freeman's Journal,) 



33 



And gave Darlbt a wink that he well undeistood. 
As an order not tet to abandon the feud ; 
Which the Alderman bottled, determined to shew 
That the K — g could do nought without Ministers too. 
Now as long as the K — o was in company, Darlet 
Ey*d 0*CoNNELL with spite, as a Guelph would a 

Charley ; 
Or just as a quarrelling school-boy will eye. 
Mouth, and frown at another while master is by ; — 

But the moment the M h was gone up stood he. 

With his stone-cuiiing mallet and hammered away; 
Knocking Catholics over the head — while the others, 
In true Irish affection, return*d it like brothers. 

Thus the union of parties was seal'd with a row. 
Thus their friendship grew wanner at every blow; 
Thus the feast of political harmony here 
Was most happily ended like Donnybrook fair ! 

Byt I now must conclude, and put on my new 
coat. 
And set off to the Park to a private blowout: 
For the K— c's laid a singular wager with Ben, 
That I'll swallow three tureens of turtle, and then 
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Eat a tlirbiDt and lobsters. He further propose 
For a bit of diyersion, to measure our noses ! 
Adieu^ then, for now I must off quickly ruoy— 
For by G— -d. Sir, I*m up to my middle in fuE 

So, your's truly, dear A ns, until I return 

HaTing sent you this letter, I now wait for you 

W*C— 



POSTSCRIPT. 

Pray bear my best wishes and commisseration 
To the dear Constitutional ilM-sociation. 



^•/ 
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LETTER VII. 



rJtOH TUB M— — CM 8 OF *• 

CHAMBER-MAIP TO fiER SISTER. 

Dear Dolly, 

We're all in the skies with delight— 
We hare had the great man at SI — ne C — tie last 

night; 
And my lady, at length, had the pleasure to meet 
Btrfat hopes at her county of Meath country^Beai. 
Such a night — such a night, oh,- there nerer was 



I can hardly desicribe it^ my head reels so ftsl^ 
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Bat FIl try, for Pye now a fall hour, I dare say. 
As oar gaest wont get ap quite so earlif to-day. 
Nor the M h ss ncfither, — poor delicate 

thing ! 
No doubt she's knock'd ap with delighting the 

K— g; 
Aod the M — q — s — (I've just put my ear to Hi 

door) — 
Slambers on with a most reconcileable snore. 
This moment I seize then to harry a line. 
So yon must not expect to read any thing fine*. 
In plain language FU tell you the scenes that oc« 

curr*d. 
And for truth you may truly rely on my word. 
Lest my letter miscarry — (Oh, horrible case !)— 
I'll enclose to the bonse-maid at H— It— n P— ce ; 
And the M — q — s shall frank it himsdif^ my dear 

Dollt; 
'Tis not the first time that he franked hit aum folfy. 



Well, to make a beginning: — the day ne eame 
down 
I was dressM in my 8pick*and-$pan white muslin 
gown; 
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For py lady commanded that iiODe ahouM wear 

black— 
(And God knows it created some back-biting 

clack.) 
Many said, as the whiskey was whisking about. 
And the fumes of their loyalty half wearing out. 
That a business like this the wide world had ne'er 

seen; 

That the very same hour his unfortunate Q n 

Was a corpse on the billows, and hurrying away 
To the tomb of her fathers — the last of her clay ;— » 
That the grave was her court, and her courtiers the 

dead, 
A white sheet her mantk— the cold earth her 

bed; — 
That at this very hour was he laughing along. 
The idol and gaze of a stultified throng. 

This is rather poetical, Dolly, you*ll say. 
But you know that's the Irish folk's- usual way. 
^od 1 heard themt last night, when I slipped to the 
inn, 

Vith L^p C-=r— LBR-r- — h's coachman, sweet 
Paddy O'Flynn; 

D 2 
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Now Pftt) ihoti^ he whips for his L ' p , mu 

teU 
What*s the worth of an oyster, and worth of its shell ; 
And whenever his master has once turned his I ack» 
He can gjire him as well as his horses a smack ; — 
Well, with him and some others I heard wh&t i said 
Of the Q N, and much more that's goi.e out of 

my head: 
But I know you would much rather have '^hat I saw 
'Twizt the family here and their fine fat Bashaw; 
So attend. 

When the cairiage came f rst to our viewji 
my stars ! what a long-winded phi'-lil-lil-loo ! 
The hussars were all startled, their horses took, 

fright. 
And shilelahs thump'd heads with extatic delight. 
From old Drogheda's gates to the steeple of Kells 
There was nothing but loyalty *<% leather-lung*d yells ; 
Trees hobbled with trees, and hill' jnmp'd upon hills. 
To behold their itinerant healer of ills. 
But, between you and me, Dolly, most peopl« 

say. 
That they'd make the siune row for the qui^ck 

C ER h; 
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Whose nottrums so poisonous half-kilTd them he- 
fore. 
And who now would persuade them to swallow down 
• more. 

Well, the M h< — ^ss, jumping with jollity, 

met 
At the gate of the castle her mohbified pet ; 
While my Lady El — z — th, pushM to the rear 
By ber mother, with jealousy eyeing the pair. 
Awaited her turn, and at length had the bliss 
Of dividing with her the sweet welcoming kiss. 

DoL ! had you seen how the M-^ch ss wrig- 

gled !— 
When she look'd at the crape on his arm, how she 

giggled ! 
How she patted his cheek, so sea-weather'd and 

bluff— 
Kiss'd his chin and bis whiskers no, no, they 

were off ! 
Cleopatra, the queen that we read of at school. 
Never made of her Anthony halt such a fool. 

1 declare I quite felt for the M — Q- s ; but then 
He's the bf^t-natured, kindest, and blindesfy of 

men! 
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Now the dinner is dish*d> the white w^hiskey. punch 

smokes. 
And Ben B— — — m— -^d rehearses his cut and diy 

jokes, 
Just to whet the K — g's appetite : hostess and host 
Vied to see who would please their fat visitor most. 
The old M — q — s most pressi^gly aaked would he 

choose 
To he help'd to a taste of his county Meath g4>os el 
While the M — ca—— ^as sUced him, well knowing 

his choice, 
A large leg of fat mutton, with fine caper sauce ;. 
Which, though not quite a novelty, yet one may say 
^Twas a change — being cook'd in a new Irish wt^f* 
And he ate of them both with **mo6t dignified 

ease," 
His illustrious countenance all over grace. 

Now i)vhen all had baptized this delectable day 
With a lib'ral libation of worthy Roscrea; 
When the shouts, and the shots, and the flashy and 

the din, 
From without lent their joys to the joyous within; 
When thus reaping the sweets of a sixty years life,^ 
Clearly cut from his people at home and his wife^ 



With all fancies wett fitted from woman to wig, 
tie g« t np with delight, and he calPd for a jig. 
** Hay -* Bob and Joan,'* pijer,'' says he, " that's 
die thing ! 

D — I me ! now I can feell am truly a !'* 

Thei the M — ch ss f? c'd him in right Irish fna. 

And the corpulent couple kept jigging till one. 

Now, dear Dolly adieu; for my lady's bell 
rings. 
If m y ears answer rightly, or else its the K — o's. 
I an. order'd to wait, und let nobody come 
Bat myself «* do you understand, Dollt? — but 

mum! 
In viy next I shall send you a long list, post-free. 
Oft he secrets my Ir dy reposes in me 1 
Goc^ knows she has plenty^fat frolicsome tab ! 
Yoi r's, 

AoNXS Elizabeth Catherivb Blab. 



* A fiifoarlte Irish jig, beginniog thos: 

** Hey for Bob and Joan, 

Hey for stoney batter ; 

Keep your wife at home, 

Jnd tken^^ &c. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

O DoLLT, I just have come down firom ray lady. 
And such curious things as I've witnessed already!— 
I'll just tell you something — hut there goes the bell 
For the brandy— odd rot'eraf Dear Dolly, fare-i 
weUr 
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LETTER VIIL 



AN EPnTLE FROM MR. DEPUTY BULL, IN 
DUBLIN, TO MRS. BULL, IN LONDON. 

Well, darling, once more I resume with delight 

My pen, just a few loving phrases to write; 

To tell you how matters are going on here. 

Where transport and matchless affection appear; 

Where nothing is seen but expressions of zeal. 

And loyalty follows on R*****y's heel. 

Oh ! nevec in all the whole course of my life 

HaTe I witnessed a man, upon losing his — -^^ 

Assume such a tenable rational air. 

Or ^o well with delight deck the features of care ! 
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To-day be puts an an appearanee of fiorrow. 
Then all is pure sunshine and gladness to-moriow. 
He "suits ev'iy word," you may say^ "to I he ac- 
tion," 
And gives all the Paddies complete satisfaction : 
No roan ever livM that could play his part better. 
As you will perceive ere I finish this letter; 
And let malice say what the devil it please. 
His foes must allow that he^s always at ease. 

Ever since we arrived we have been in a sea 
Of commotion and madness, devotion and glee. 
The Sprigs OF Shi LEL AH, I freely confess. 
Are the best sort of people to conquer distress : 
Though poor, they are merry, though hasty, are 

mild. 
And yield to the rod like a penitent child. 
I never beheld such attentions before 
In men so industrious, ragged, and poor;^ 
Not a touch of the Radical fever they shew. 
And loyalty seems all the passion they know. 
JLet you turn where you will you perceive them en- 
gross 'd 
In caressing their guest, like a liberal host ; 
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They praise and extol him through mud aod through 

mire^ 
And swear that they never can cease to admire;— 
They own he has graces they ne*er saw in others^ 
And came from the best of all possible mothers ; 
Tbnt feeling and innocence smird at his birth, • 
And made him the idol of Neptune and Earth ! 
No language indeed can convey any notion 
Of the manner in which they attest their devotion : 
Green laurels, and ribbons, and banners, and musie, 
(Enough, in all conscience, to make me and yon 

sick,) 
Are heard and discover'd wherever you walk ;— - 
In short, all the tradespeople's business and talk 
Are concerning the , who smiles at their kind* 

ness, 
Yet who, like myself, often pities their blindness ; 
Bat sensibly proffers them nothing to cure it. 
While they are contented to grope and endure it. 

Oh I never was man more secure in his life, 
(Notwithstanding the mobs that have flatterM his 

Than tbe hero who honors this excellent land. 
What* Am and good-living are always at hand ; 

E 
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i ineair among those who have plenty of rhind. 
And keep the poor under like persons that I know* 
All parties adore him — no sects are litigious ; 
As yet, we have had no cahal that's religions. 
In fact, all religion is laid on the shelf, 
M if neHelr notic'tl by DEHRt and •••••♦ ! 
And properly too, when a nlan gOes on pleasure. 
To kiss the young widom^s and wives at his leisure ! 

Last night, just at eight, we sat down with delight 
To a dinner, my darling, that ravish'd my sight. 
Such turtle and ven'son — such greens and potatoes- 
Such plateaux of gold, and such giants of waiters ! 

Lud I it was truly delicious to see. 

But to none more delicious than G and me. 

1 sat on his right— it was done from respect 
To the city he loves, and would never neglect, 
ButforW^^d and his party, (whom still he calls 

knaves. 
And whom he would wish to see laid in their graves,) 
llVho, at lastj have found out they are left in thelurch^ 
Aftd must now hang their hopes on a less R««— •! 

perch. 
He often caress'd me by calling me John, 
A name, by the bye, not in vogue with the Tqh ; 



47 



But whiidi, on escaping the lipsi of a t*^^. 

Is emphatic beyond all that Southey can sing. 

We drank wine together, as you may suppose. 

Wishing good to ourselves and ill-luck to our foes ;— 

We parleyed on matters of love and of state. 

And agreed that mankind were the yictims of fate; 

That the Q was ordain*d to be hooted and hissed. 

And onrselves to be blest with an excellent twist / 
Having recently mingled with people of note. 
You, perhaps, will accuse me of turning my coat ; 
Nor can I dissemble that such now the case is. 
For here I see nothing but greatness and graces. 
If his M  Y swears, why he swears like a 

p — , 

Giving mouth to his oaths, whish his wisdom evince. 
I assure you, my dear, that the great C 
Is no longer afraid to walk out in the day ; 
The Paddies appear to adore and caress him. 
As if they had reason for mercy to bless him ; 
Which arises, perhaps, from their not knowing well 
V An those virtues in which he is wont to excel; 
Or, likely enough, they don't think him the same. 
Having recently chang'd his illustrious name, 
4nd thrown into Lethe, delighted and merry, 
^11 the foiiner renown of the tenier-soul'd DiBBYf 
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But here, my dear rib> I must bid you adien^ 
For the R— -l Procession at last is in view 



* We trust the worthy Deputy could not intend anj 
loyal or ironical allusion to a portion of Gay's Fahle of < 
Hare and many Friends^"— • 

 " Adieu f 

For see the houndt are just in Tiew.** 
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LETTER IX. 



PmiLB FROM THE CATHOLIC ARCHBISHOP OF 
DUBLIN TO THS POPE. 

Trot to his sovereign Lord the Pope 
Sends greeting, with the humble hope 
Tbat he will not reproaches fling 
On Catholics, who love their King; 
Bat still who are in duty bound 
To bend with rev'rence to the groundt 
And shew their homage countless ways^ 
To him who keeps the blessed keys 
Of heaT*n*8 oyrp. bright celestial paddoek ; 
like him of yore* who mark'd the haddock \^ 

f St. Peter. 

s 9 
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Or, as some say in modem stoiy^ 

Who held fast ^th his sooty thumb 
That holy fish you love — ^John Dory, 
And which you know is all a hum. 
But listen to the whole account. 
And measure then the full amount 
Of penance which, however hard. 
Will make us worthy your regard. 
It pleas'd the K — c to hold a levie. 
And there admit a numerous bevy 
Of lords and gentlemen, to pay 
Their court in turn, and go away. 
However, to oblige us all. 
He sent his Sec. to Lord Fingall, 
And bade him kindly intimate 
That he would wear his robes of state. 
And in a private chamber take 
The best address that I could make* 
We went-*-and hiimbly let me tell. 
His M— — Y received us weU. 
He held his hand most kindly out. 
And smil'd ; while each, in turn devoutj 
Gave, as became a pious servant,- 
A kiss most orthodox and fervent ; 
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Still keeping in respectful view 
Ovajix^d allegiance^ lord, to yon* 

But say, thou favor'd son of heav^nj^ 
Can such transgressions be forgiF'n» 
Amongst us holy Catholics, 
As kissing hands of heretics? 
Which nothing but th* anticipation 
Of getting yet emancipation 
Could tempt us then ^o far to pushj 
And do a thing for which we blush. 

Forgive, we pray, the sacrilege. 
And fifty priests shall barefoot go 

To Rome upon a pilgrimage. 
To kiss, Lord, your holy toe. 
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LETTER X« 

fEOM THE flfOST ILLUSTRIOUS AND PUIS8AVT 
MONARCH, NIAL 0*C01CM0R,* DHE TRUE AND 
LINEAL INHERITOR OF THE THRONE OF IRE- 
LAND, KING OF ULSTER AND CONNAU6BT| 
&C. &C. &C* TO O'  THE F H^ I^ 

OF g  » GREETING. . 

Killmaekluny Palace, BaKnagar. 

Brother, 

We send thee peace with right good will^ 
By oar sole Minister Teagub Collumkill; 

* This personage now lives in the western part of Ireland, 
pear Loagbrea* He h about 80 years of age, a tall noble. 
]|ooking figure, and dresses in a scarlet robe, which he throws 
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Who bean our fidl commands to tteAj tnat 

On one great matter which concerns your state. 

We hare a grand^daughter^ in whose black eye 

Lires royal fire — (we wish it not to die ;) 

We hare a grand-daughter, whose plump red cheek 

And breast can speak much more than we can speak* 



BcroM his shoulder like the Roman toga. He lives the lifs 
ofahermity not condesicendiiig to speak to any person bat 
kb owa dan^ter, and she is not peimitted to eat at the saae 
table with him. He has in his apartment a long list of his 
lenealogy, in which he proves his right to the Irish thrones 
sod has in his possession a crown, which he says the last king 
of Conoanght wore, and which by right descended tohim*<* 
Re goes to chorch every Sunday in aiate ; that is, with a per- 
lOQ holding op his train, a staff in his hand, and followed by 
hisgnuid-danghter, who is an interesting girl, and of whom 
ke is extremely fond« The foUowing anecdote will strongly 
ahow the character of this extraordinary individoal:— 4> 
yomg Irish officer, who had returned from Spain with the 
loss of an arm, was desirous to become acquainted with *' Ait 
Jfi^^ffy," and politely accosted him in one of his walks.*^ 
The ** Monarchy** on learning that he was an officer in the 
British liervice, resumed a sterner look, and said to him, 
^ Toung man, you have acquitted yourself no doubt with 
kooor and courage, but you have ithfved the $tranger I Oq^^ 
AureweU I" and iastaaUy left him. 
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You're now, my brother, left without an httr, 

Sound, sixty, amorous, and a widower; 

End then our country's long unhappy strife^ 

And take my Nockmaclontha for a wife. 

Shefs true Hibernian blood, and flesh, and booe-^ 

Last Spring she weigh'd just three and twenty stoiu 

And as you rate the value of the fair 

As butchers bullocks, by the size they are. 

You'll find her far surpass all other dames. 

The R D Ds, E— — TH zys, C — 

GH— MS. 

Oh ! she's the finest fattest maid alive. 
The very age you like twi^orty-Jive! I 

T^e then this offer of her mighty charms^— • 

Unite the G phs and Connors in her 411ns; 

Bury six hundred years of discord there. 
And give my Nockwutelontha's hopes an heir i 
Whose pow'r shall keep your radicals in awe. 
And teach them how to honor regal law. 

I send with Collumkill for your good eye; 
'Pie last six yards of my genealogy. 
Which takes up to the flood — ^the other nine 
Were burnt at ^le battle of th^ Boyne : 
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Whicb^ bad you seen, you could have traced t&e oti 
To Hebbr FioNy Ir, and Hbrbmon.* 

But one word more— and. Oh ! mark what I say— < 
A marria^ with niy line's the only way 
AU jarring parties to one point to bring. 
And make; a fraper Angh-Iridk King. 

A NiAL 0*CONNOR, tteJCi 



^ Three broihen, Sc jthiansi who fit's! found Ireltod^ 
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LETTER XL 

FEOM A SCHOLAR OF TRINITY COLLEGE TO A 
STUDENT IN THE MIDDLE TEMPLE. 

Containing the Address of the Vice Chancellor oj 
Trinity College^ Dublin, to the K' 

Ot syoj itlw fov oivoy 
Tote i^Bv rjto^ locviky 
kiyainlv ou^srou [M^a'Af. 



Anak. 



Dear Bob> 

like old Anacreon^ 
That jolly toping dog, 
I always write much better 
When I take my grog. 
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Thett here gwf , for Pve taken 01165 
Or two, or tbree, or four; 

And druj)k oai jolly Irish K — g^ 
Till I could drink no more. 

iVith us to day he din'd — ^that is. 
With all the wigg^d elves ; 

For we poor scholars progg*d upon 
Short commons by ourselves. 

Y<»t, Bob, we had our part; and so 
We did it well and frisky : 

For ev*ry glass of wine they drank. 
We drank u glass of whiskey. 

Which, tho' not good as wine^ is very 

Far before October ;• 
For if we'd drunk of that all night, 

I'd still be htastly sober. 



* ** October" b a term gifea t«a tolerable kind of beer 
brewed for the ase of the ttudeotB of Triai^ College, on 
whidi they regale thcniKWes at aight when they have no : 
thi«gstroDger« 
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Of course, you know old Jackt B— rr— t^ 

Hat and wig ako ; 
llie snnff upon his chin and cravat, 

Cuff and breeches too. 

He's four feet and a Uttk bit^ 

His head as pumpkin big; 
And in the height most folks allow 

Eight inches for his wig. 

Such was the man all fixM upon 

The M' H to address : 

Oh ! would that thqu wert bigger^ JacKj 

Or that thy wig were less ! 

For such a queer Vice Chancellor 

Before a R 1 eye 
Ne*er stood in this or any other 

University! 

But what he wanted in his height 
He made Up well in knowledge ; 

I'or all that know him know his head 
is in itself a college. 
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The man of all for weighty lorCj^— , 

|n nothing is he caret ; 
The learned Dom*nie Sampson Mraa 

A fool to Jackt fi — RR-Hr« 

When Bahel was confusion all. 
Had he been there. Oh, then ' 

lie might have been th* interpreter. 
And set all right again. 

The Syriac, Cl^aldee, Hebrev» Greek, 

The Cophtic and Teutonic ; 
Chinese, Arabic, Welsh, BasquttitiaB, 

Irish, and Sclavonic,--^ 

Were glowing 'neath his pond'rons wig. 

One brilliant constellation ; 
Bat, Oh ! that wig — ^that cloud shut ouftj 

All eyes from observation ! 

Except perchance a side-long shif( 

Let forth a ray— rOh, then 
All men admir'd the wond'rous man. 

But di^nm'd the wig ag^in* 
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Astrdnomy, philosophy. 

The boundless mathematics ; 
With all the hydros^ hys^ and phjfii^ 

Ologie$ and aiict,'^ 

Were crammM in crowds within his head. 

And left no spot vHiere those 
Dull things call'd common sense and muMieift 

E*en could cram their nose. 

His knowledge shall extinguish yet 

The city's giddy blaze ; 
A hydrocapisterium 

To mall's accustom'd ways I 

Who w«s so leam'd— who so fit 

T' address a learned K<— o ? 
Oh 1 Qone bnt thon---wig» snuff, and tekiice-^ 

Jack, the very thing i 

The day of glorious days arrives. 

Spreads wide the bustling hum ; 
B— ER— T is ready — hark ! behold !— 

The mighty M-*-— b's cone; 
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The library with fellows fillM 

Receives the R— «1 guest ; 
And now the sho^f Vice Chanedlor 

Steps forth from all the rest. 

His gait is grave — ^his look profound ; 

The M H turns aside 

As if to sneeze — ^but. Oh ! it was 

A titt'ring laugh to hide* 

This soon pass'd off^ and J — r— k conU[nenc^^ 

His fine address to speak ; 
Some thought it would have been in Latin, 

Others thought in Greek. 

However, as the worthy speaker 

Spoke it, so I send it ; 
And, for the sake of B— rb— t^ Bob 

I hope you'll comprehend it. 



r 2 
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All hail! great M b ! — Ava^ a,yf^ 

Transplanted here, a mighty AsvS^oy. 
We hail thee as the tree of knowledge) 
Now taking root within our College. 
Thy shade has overspread us quite. 
And would have left us all in night. 
But that — Oh ! resplendescent K— 6, 
Within your shade a light you bring. 

Your M— — -y's deep read in Greeks 
And knowest well each crooked creek 
In every ancient commentator. 
Original, and eke translator; 
Knows ev'ry German patronimic. 
Which vilely doth the Latin mimic : 
From Hogeveen to Lubin Log, 
And the Dutch robbers, all in ^^ogg.^** 

* The following lines are generally impated to the am 
of <* Baron Miiacliaineo}*' sad how that opinion coald 
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So you can judge, O K— ^ divine I 
The lore that's in this wig of mine. 
And now this bound Anacreon see^ 
"Which I present your M— y, 
Enrich'd by me with annotations. 
And many learned commendations. 
I've chang'd (as far as I can tell) 
The form of every syllable : 
And now may say— *0 K-^g of men i 
Anacreon's himself again ! 
Another proof of loyalty. 
This curious Sannscrit grammar I 
Present with all complaisancy 



maio to long oDcontradicted is inexplicable. Tbe Editor i« 
kappy to have this opportunity of statini^, that they are tbe 
composition of Mr. B — aa— ^t, originally belonging to «. 
prlie poem. They were set to mosic by tbe present Provost 
of Trinity College^ Dublin^ and song at the dinners given to 
his M— 'Y by tbe whole company, to the great delight of 
tlie M-^»Bj who is an ezcelient judge of such conpositiooi « 

" Ye owls and crickets, Gog Hsfogg, 
And gltnu cbimiBg Antrofogg, 
Come Join blithe chond all in ogg, 
Csrolofg, SisUogSy fogg, and boggl'* 
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^ead it, and thoi^ sbalt find I've penned 
A grammar God himgelf can»t mend; 
Py means of which your M— — y. 
And all of small capacity. 
May gain the language all at once, 
E*en if you were the first-rate donce« 
Now to conclude this liiy oration, 
1*11 give yon. Sire, a dissertation 
On all my own immense perfections. 
Divided into several sections. 

First, then, I am completely pat in 
All tongues from Adam's down to Latin, 
Polish'd (as one may say) ad unguem. 

My L e; but, to avoid the longumt 

I'll say I know of ev'ry classic 
Enongh to make the greatest ass sick* 
I'm deeply read in Theophrastes, 
And that abstruse old rogue Erastus ; 
Know ev'ry turn of Epictetus, 
Who to the gods doth elevate us ; 
And Arrian and Suetonius, 
Secundus eke, and Bonefonius : 
I've counted all, or very nigh 'em. 
The flies Domitian kill'd fer diem ; 
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iU exacdy cent, per cenL 

aoant of Crassus* yearly rent;*-* 

dculate without mistake 

nany pounds of baman 8teak» 

D an ounce, as I'm a sinner, 

}lyphemus ate for dinner;—* 

Day years Ogyges reign'd, 

uantity of wine c(mtain*d 

the casks Acestes sent 

Ye the Trojan regiment: 

ark'd throughout antiquity 

nrtue from iniquity ; 

s none who knows so wdil as I dot 

Dur Eneas met with Dido ; 

>ften am'rous Jove got drunkj, 

lily went to visit punk 

in the sweet Idalian vales ; 

•ft Briarius par*d his nails, 

.rgus washed his hundred peepers,-*- 

ong have slept the seven sleepers I 

Lord ! at Hebrew I*m your man,. 

Bas*6heba e'en unto Dan ; 

} io the original text, 

g by commentatoia vex'd y 
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With the tough Rabbles I can grapple^ 

And know the Teiy sort of apjple 

That Adam munch'd, (a luckless ration,) 

Which brought upon ns all damnation ! 

I've learnt the form of Noak's ark. 

That co-deluvian wooden park, 

"^ich held all kinds of beasts and birds; 

(Lord ! how it must have   * !) 

How beasts walk'd in o' their own accord. 

Because commanded by the Lord ! 

How birds were caqght by worms and snails 

On shaking salt upon their tails ; — ; 

I know as clear as Hiccius Doctius 

How Sampson caught so many foxes; 

How he contriy'd to make them friends. 

And then to fire their latter ends;— 

('Twas done by means of an oration, 

AddressM unto the savoury nation ;) — 

I also know king David^ii doings. 

His plots, and pranks, and wicked wooings ; 

How ill he play'd his regal part. 

Though one made ^* after God's own heart !"• 

But my crack-point*s the mathematics. — 

I'm full ckin^dcep in hydrostatics ; — 
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The devil can*t match oie as logician. 
Rhetorician or metaphysician ; — 
IVe added much to geometry 
And spherical^ trigonometry ; 
IVe traveird o'er the Zodiac 
tpon a telescopic hack ; 
la ev'ry sign assuredly 
IVe made a new discovery : — 
A star of magnitude, most foU, 
1 met 'twixt th* horns of the Bull ; 
Iq Z>o, finding nothing urging, 
I paus'd, then pass'd info the Virgin :— 
Bat very shortly came out thence, 
« And into Pisces made a bounce ; 
Now, *mongst those fishes of the sky. 
None was so odd ajish as II 

In short, great Sire,* I this will say,; 
Of which I'll any wager lay. 
That ev'ry point of human knowledge 
I know as well*s I do this College; 
Where I hare stuck like bird-lime> Siji^ 
From lireskman up to Chancellor^' 
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For all my merits no reward 
I ask but one ; and 'twould be bard 
To be refusM.— Oh, Sir, delight me ;— * 

I pray your M y to knight me; 

That all may hail me in my garret 
Yicb-Chanc'llob Sir Joannes B—- 



The learned speaker, bowing low. 

Thus ended his oration ; 
While ey'ry eye was fix'd upon 

This wonder of creation. 

Oh, had there been a sword within 
The reach of our good K— ©,— 

A dagger, or a carving knife. 
Or any pointed thing,-— 

So much he pleased the R— — -1 ear. 

That, sure as I'm a sinner. 
He would have been (delightful thought !) 

A knight before his dinner. 
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BttC as no knighting implement 
Was in the M— h's reach, 

Jacky must wait until he makes 
Another R 1 speech. 

WiggM fellows now surround the K— 'O* 

In decency's defiance ; 
All anxious for the task to shew 

The literary lions. 

A hundred fingers point at once 

To guide the R 1 eye 

Thro' all the nooks, and holes, and comers. 

Of antiquity. 

One shew'd a broken spur-^another 

Shew'd a rusty nail ; 
This shewM a curious college rat. 

And that ^ fox's taU I 

And, 'twixt the showing and the speechiag. 

It would have been as well. 
If, just by way of change, the K^>o 

Had heard the dhmer belL 
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However^ this was wisely staid 

For full two hours or more ; 
Until they bad exhausted all 

Their literary store. 

And^then, of course, they went to dine, — 

Oh, such a sable set 
At festive board with jolly M— — h 

Never, never met. 

Slow mov*d the glass, but slowelr lnov*d 

The learned conveisation ; 
All wishM to shew their gdest the wtight 

Of College education. 



And so they did, the K-^-^ declares^ 
(Who*s not without discerning^) 

For never did be get before 
So great a dose of learning. 

And, lest it should affect his brainy 
As too much learning may, 

He got up soberly at nine^ 
And umly went away* 
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Dear Bob, you see of what I know 

I*ve told you ev'ry thing ; 
Now what d'ye think of how iheae fellows^ 

Entertain d the K^ 6? 

I swear if he had din'd with us 
Poor scholars^* we'd haye giyen 

Less learning^ — ^but, by George, he wotdd'n^ 
Have gone before eleven. 

Well, Bob, I must lay down my pen. 

The whiskey's in my noddle; 
So, fare you well, my worthy — ^hiccup ! 

Off to bed m toddle. 



Daniel Dolichos. T. C. D. 



* The fcholan of the hoose were na^ permitted to dine. 

with the/eZfows of Trioity College on the day bis M t 

honored the ani? ersity with hb presence* 
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LETTER XII. 



VEO^ PHELIM O'CONNIR, (THE TOUNGEB,} ESQ.* 

IN DUBLIN, TO HIS FRIEND ARTHUE 

0*HARA, ESQ. IN LONDON* 

From this much-injurM and degraded land^ 
Where shame has now impressed her deepest bfand; 
Whence patriot souls and patriot zeal have fled. 
Nor left one feeling heart nor thinking head ;-— 



* This gentleman bai already made a coDgpicuoos figure 
in the memoirs of the Fudge Family in Paris, as detailed by 
their lively poetical biographer. That he should not haT* 
long remained domesticated with persons whose jprinciplct 
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Wfa^re eroa^hiog. sycophants and fawning tonguL«i|, 
Hail the yile author^ of our matchless wrongs. 
With all th' apostate warmth, hy heay*n design*d 
To raise the scoff and wonder of mankind ! 
1 fain, in these few lines, in anguish penned. 
Would my sad thoughts unbosom to my friend,—^ 
To one whose honor still is free from stains. 
Whose Irish blood flows pore through all his reins i 
Free from the taint that now pollutes our race, 
And makes that name once glorious a disgrace ! 

Oh ! say, my friend, wheris shall I seek to hide 
This downfall of my patiiot hopes and pride ! 
With many a burning blush, and many a tear. 
That native land to me so fondly dear. 
Amidst the map of nations, I must see 
$elf-doom'd to abj^ect lowest infamy ! 
While on its records is condemned to dwell 
A blot of shame, foul and indelible \ 

and habits were so little congenial with his own, cannot ex* 
cite much sorprise. It has, however, been whispered, thai 
the immediate cause of his remo? al was the susceptibility 
mid obvious partiality of Miss Biddy Fudge, who fboiid io the 
young Irishman attractions that more than compensated, iq 
ber eye, the Dumeroos sing and erron of his political creed, 

G 2 
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Ohi Eaiir i odm the gidlant and the hi«re-m 
What hope remaioa thy blaated fame to saTel 
Whete now is fled thy chUdren's Taunted wortfa^i 
jind haughty station 'mid the som of earth ! 
Most 1, whose proudest boast had been full long^ 
From thee to claim my birth, tot tune my song,— ^ 
Who, 'nud each yaried scene of care and grief. 
In lore for thee have sought a sure relief ; 
Who, in thy tales of blood, have inly moan'd 
0*er inj'ries onprovokM and unaton*d ; 
And, as the throb of indignation rose. 
Have wept in tears of fire thy countless woes ;^— 
Must I now shrink from that o'erwhelming shamej^ 
Defiling thy once pure unsullied name ? 
Must I in lonely sorrow strive to shun 
The now disgraceful birthright of thy son ? 
What' evil genius still thy fate pursues ! 
What demon in thy sons could thus infuse 
The wish to lose, each other good bereft. 
Fair fame, thy sole remaining treasure left. 
And thus to bind disgrace around their brows { 
For empty promises, for faithless tows, 
** False as a dicer*s oath," and vain as air. 
Each better hope and feeHog to forswear ; 
To lull to rest each sense of insult past,^— 
To still leave vengeance her unbroken fast ; 
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Aad, wkh a dastard homage, crouching low. 

To lick each tyrant hand that dealt the blow ! 

Warship the heart whose faithksi friendship gave 

Thy S******N to mis'ry and the grave !* 

Who with neglect and insnlt could reward 

The brilliant talents of thy mattchless bard. 

Whose glowing strain to time's remotest day 

Shall consecrate thy music and thy lay ! 

Yes ! thou could*st hail the man^ who, unallied 

To those great names, thy glory and thy pride. 

Has, with a fost'ring care, and kindness, nurs'd 

The vilest of thy ofi&pring and the worst !— « 

The odious renegade, who basely sold 

His country's freedom and her hopes for gold !-^ 

The tort'rer of his murder'd countrymen ! 

Now foremost figure in the R- 1 train ! 

Could cheer the wretch who, in each varying scene. 

To Erin's following fiend ha^ ever been !— 

When thirst of vengeance shoiUd have fiU'd each 

brea«t. 
To think of those deep inj'ries unredress'd, — 

* Od this labject we be|( to refer the reader to the adml* 
rable stanzas on the death af S******N, annexed to tbe 
Fudj^e Family* 
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When curses *f loud and deep," from tbousaoiA 

tongues. 
Should fall upon the author of their wrongs-^ 
With welcome shouts they hail'd their source of eyjilK 
As Indian savages adore the devil ! 

When Priam in Achilles* presence knelt. 
The pang his aged breast most keenly felt 
Was, as he kiss*d the iron hand, imbrued 
All freshly in his hapless offspring's blood ; 
Not all his peril could bis lips restrain 
Of this last deepest horror to complain. 
But Erin's sons can revel in the deed 
Which made the aged monarch inly bleed ; 
And, with a joyous welcome, greet the day 
"that to her shores conveys a ! 

Ther^ was a time when Irish breasts beat high 
With all the soul of live and gallantry; 
\Vhen they, §s woman's special champions, felt. 
Would 'venge her wrongs, and o'er her sufferings 

melt : 
That feeling too has passM I— •-Our days have seeii 

Those sorrows of a deeply-injufd Q , 

Which drew the tear from ev'ry English eye^ 
I n Irish bosoms wake no sympathy ! 
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Hafa fteen tb^m wreathe the joyoii3 festive wreath^ 

In bitter inock*ry o'er her hapless death ! 

And, while the waves bore her unburied corpse^ 

Revel and banquet, void of all remorse ; 

To public spectacles untouched repair. 

Nor even woe's exterior deigpi to wear ! 

Go, then, unworthy natives of an isle. 
Which, though unblest by freedom's genial smile,- 
Thoiigh bow'd beneath oppression's iron rod. 
Had still been mark'd for 'honor's proud abode; 
Confess'd by e'en her most determined foes, 
Ghreat in her suffrings— -glorious in her woes !-— 
Go sacrifice your hopes of brighter days. 
Your manly spirit and your well-earn'd praise-^ 
What in your self-debasement now remains ? 
Scorned and despis'd, to hug your willing chains; 
With folly blind and credulous, to hear 
Those juggling fiends of pow*r, who to the ear 
Win keep the hollow promises they make. 
But to the baffled hope too surely break ! 
To wake from the intoxicating dream. 
And find how futile each projected scheme; 
Tp see your pitide unpitied fade away, 
Tp public scorn and conscious shame a prey: 
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While the few worthies of your hlemish'd race^ 
Who stand aloof from all your foul disgrace. 
Henceforth with indignation shall disclaim 
All kindred with your now degraded name I 
In solitude shall shed the Mtter tear. 
Their once-loy'd country's tale of shame to hear ; 
Shall her lost state with fruitless grief deplore. 
Fallen, like Lucifer, to rise no more ! 
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LETTER XIII. 



fROM LADY , IN LONDON, TO tHB 

<iOUNTESS OP — — , IN DUBLIN. 

Ten thousand thanks for your very kind letter^ 
Which to my mind is as good, if not better 
Than any account *^ Lady iVIorgan*' has given^ 
Or any cross blue-stocking hag under heaven. 
Yowi sweetly romantic description is not 
In the slightest, believe me, inferior to ** Scott ;** 
And if my stingy lord would afford me the cash, 
I've a heart that could join in your Dublin dash ;— 
Buty hang it, heM rather go moping to ^* Boodle's," 
And squander at whist with a set of old noodles; 
Or drink with the odious old " Whigs*' down at 

*«lYhiteV' 
And leave me to long for his deatli for whole nights. 
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It p!ea8*d me, however, beyond all conceptioti 
To read your account of the roaring reception 
His M  Y met with, which makes me adore 
Ev'ry thing that belongs to the Paddy's green shovk 
J know their good-natur'd extravagant feeling. 
And from you, dear Countess, there's no use con- 
cealing — 
The first man that stole your friend's guiltless 

hieart 
Came from Ireland too, and I think from the part 
Where the C — nn — gh — s live; for he told me a 

deal 
Of her Ladphip's tricks— but thereby hangs a tale. 

Which in some other letter on some future day 

1*11 tell you when we've nothing better to say« 

The only thing talk'd of to keep off the vapouis 
Is the death of the Q n, which you see by the 

papers 
Kept town just alive for twelve hours or so. 
While her friends the law people fought hard fiir 

their show* 
And is it not now, my dear Countess, a bore. 
That our dashing young friend of the Guards, Mr» 

G E, 
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lid be question'd so close on the caase of that 

riot, 
taking the best means to make the folks quiet 1 
nthstanding, I think 'twas au ill-roaiiag*d job, 
end such a delicate man in a mob, 
re brick-bats and stones flew around thick as 

hail, 
igh in all conscience to make him look pale, 
then because one or two men lost their lives^ 
insolent knaves prate of children and wives, 
feelings, affections, and such sort of stuff, 
; if said of a Countess would sound well enough, 
on those refin'd topics to make such a rout, 
ch, of course, common people know nothing 

about !— 

)rd B T can't sleep, and Old Hob's in a 

fury, 
hink a vile inquest — a niere petty jury, 
lid take up whole weeks to examine a case 
(lain as the nose on the Coroner's face ! 
i it stands: — ^if the men of the guards, in a* 

fright, 
L to shooting mechanics— no doubt tiiey were 

right : 

H 



( 
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For who with a pistol or sword in his band^ 

To be groan'd, hissed, and hooted, can qaiet)]r 

stand? 
Besides, when we speak of a soldier of merit. 
There's much to forfive on the score of high spirit, 
fibnriog settled that point,— yon hare heard I dare 

say 
How the people determinM to have their own way ; 
And defeated the guards with Sir Bobadil BAKBBy 
And a horde of his men, and a fat nndertaker;*^ 
And stilly notwithstanding Lord L a— 1^1*3 

pains 
To send the procession through bye-roads and lanes. 
The mob gaio*d their point, and. Oh! what a pity! 
They bore otf in triumph the hearse through the et^ I 
Now if 1 were the K — g, just observe what Fd do: 
I'd behead all the heads of this radical crew ; 
As for W N, and Hob— — e, and B 'B, and 

H E, 

I'd hang up at Tyburn ; — how dare they presume ! 
One would think that the impudent feOows weie 

craz'd. 
To prevent a K—- g burying his w— -e as he pkaa'dt 



% 
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tETTER XV. 



PftOM AN IRISHMAN TO THE IRISH PEOPLB. 

(Seui/rom London under cover to the Freeman^t 

, Journal.) 

O CWesl Gives t 

Ht thoughilefS reckless coantrymeDy attend 
4^ iBoment to a brother and a friend, 
Who loyea the blossoms of his native stem. 
Bat hates the weeds that twine along with thepn. 

The fever of your brains at length is gone— 
The madd*ning hour— and yon are now alone ; • 
Your cities, harbours, fields, and valleys, lie 
Once more in sleep, deep, sad, and silently* 
When shall they wake i^ain ? Alas i the throng 
That redi'd in brightest pageantry along ; 
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The rapid wheels, with steeds trappM out in gold. 
That o'er your moulding streets a moment roird ; 
The plumes, the coronets, the stars, whose rays 
Brought flashing back bright thoughts of other days; 
Rank, riches, splendor, ^nd their busy train. 
All passM away, and Erin sleeps again ! 
Gone like the light which blind men, dreamiog, see. 
Leaving more dark, more sad reality ! 

And have you, in that tiansient madd*niog ray^ 
Hugg*d your destroyer — knelt to  { 

The of the North, whose baneful scent 

Has trackM your kindred o'er the wastes they went; 

The hapless hunted victims fiercely tore. 

Grinned o*er his prey, and fattened on their goiel • 

Can you forget the lash, the fire, the steel? . / 

Can hearts of feeling e'er forget to feel ? 

Have golden hours return' d to bless your shore ? 

Are widows' sighs and orphans' tears no mpref 

Are lakes of patriot blood so light that they 

Can vani^sh i^ the sunshine of a day ? 

Locks are not white upon those temples yet. 
So oft with reeking drops of anguish wet;-«^. 



*.♦ 
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8cansi are not closed the bloody lash hath giyen— 
Thoae hearts still beat whose fibres have been riven 7 
The eyes can see that saw their homes in flames- 
Ears hear that heard the scorching infants* screams ; 
The tongues that o*er these horrors have bewaiPd 
Still speak — ^have they the dam-ned doer hail*d? 
Yes, yes ! the sounds awake the martyr'd dead, — 
Freedom is dumb, and shrieks Fitzgerald's 

shade ! 
O fallen patriots ! wasH for this ye fell ? 
Are tyrant's eulogies your funeral knell ? 
Are these the men ye lov*d — ^for whom ye fir*d 
The torch of freedom ? — ^has it thus expir'd ? 
Are these the men upon whose manhood ye 
Fix'd all your hopes«>your country's destiny ? 
Spirit of Emmet ! now I feel thou'rt flown. 
And left none like thee — light for ever gone! 
Bright meteor ! blessM star of Liberty ! 
That rose on Erin, blaz'd, and-— pass*d away ! 
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[ LETTER XVl. 



FROM THE M— S OF L  N  Y TQ 

THE E OF L — L. 

Mt Lord, a more than ordinary dread 
Seiz'd me when your despatches I had read ; 
I found, however, upon due reflection, ^ 
My confidence re^tor'd in full perfection ; 
And none, you know, enjoys a greater share 
Of faith and resolption in despair. 
How strong soe'er the Radicals may be. 
Or loud in their contempt of you and me^ 
Not to regard their wishes with a sneer. 
Would certainly in us be proof oifear. 
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An awkward feeling we shoald never shewi^ 
At least to such a despicable foe. 
The People — where the devil did they gain- 
The notion of their privilege to reign ? 
The People — none bat Radicals and fools 
Would think of yielding to their senseless rules; 
And this same People it should be our plan 
To keep as much subjected as we can ! 
This is my notion of true government. 
To which I think you'll readily assent. 

Your own inflexibility is known 
As matchless^ and no less so is my own ; 

And how that lukewarm B R could disgrace 

Himself — his friends — his patrons — and his place. 

By yielding to a miserable race 

Of noisy Radicals is quite astonishing ; 

Indeed he merits our severe admonishing : 

For, if Dur consequence is set at nought 

By men who never reason as they ought, 

^y men^ by blackguards I should rather say, 

.'Tis vain alike to legislate and pray. 

"We shortly shall have nothing that is mental, 

^ndnot a Bishop will h^/und^mmtaL 



L •. 
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We} therefore, on the meeting of the 
Must shew a prompt and poeitiye expreeeuHi 

Of oar dislike to measures such as B a's. 

And hlame, of course, the R 1 uudertakera; 

For otherwise, these Radicals will grin. 

And triumph in our weakness, and their sin : 

Men wiikout weapom rushing on a mob 

May think it rather a precarious job. 

But when the implements for prompt suhmisBiflii 

Are in their hands, how diff*rent their condition ! 

And B R, since his friends the means posseaaM 

To send each scoundrel to his lasting rest. 

Should certainly have us'd them like a hero. 

Which was the practice in the time of NEBp. 

Had he but done his duty as he ought, 

Forbearance would haye been an after'ihoughi,. 

And not have taken precedence of that 

Which should have laid his adversaries flat: 

He ought, for instance, to have woik*d away^ 

The moment they objected to obey ; 

First taking care to treat them with the AcT^— - 

All then would have been legal and exMCi: 

He then would quickly have deatroy'd their eapMay 

And all the chuckbnga of their ^ low4iv'd'* Pi^pen I 
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If he iiiiaffn*d that his noisy foes 

Would foil the soldiers, and defy their blows. 

He should have brought from Woolwich, d^ye see, 

A dozen pieces of artillery :— 

But to submit to Radicals — to be 

The jest of Wooler, and such things as he—* 

Is shocking, is preposterous, is alarming. 

And shows the great necessity for arming. 

Or rather not diminishing the might 

Which yet must firmly guars^ntee our right. 

And 90W, my friend, let me recount the pleasur 
Which we experience here beyond all measure. 
jNothing on earth can equal the delight 
With which the people, morning, noon, and night 
Receive us and our friend, W illustrious Man, 
Whose air and affability they scan 

With such emotions as bespeak their 1 y. 

And shew them friends to order and to R -y. 

When first I meditated this excursion, 
I look'd for pleasure, kindness, and diversion ; 
But hope, however sanguine, could not dream 
Of half the friendship, transport, and esteem. 
With which aU classes 'welcome and receive us ; — ^^ 
h factji I fear you scarcely will believe ut 
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When we. enumerate (though M**be may quiz it) 

The scenes connected with onr R 1 yiatt. 

As to myself, I walk the streets with ease^ 
And those who hated once appear to please 
Themselyes with notions that 1 yet shall be 
Their guardian angel through futurity* 
I hear no more of Kine^aiU and of gagi. 
From boors enveloped in their worthies lagt : 
No more Triangle falls upon mine ear, 

And D with complacency I hear. 

Because its former meaning has been undonet 
And now is blended with illustrious L -% 

When 1 return there will be much to do 

'Twixt Va^ and Sid, L— - E h, me^ and yoi 

I mean to have £riend C -b pen a manual 

For Irishmen, and make this visit annual; 
For 1 perceive 'tis useful to our cause» 
And strengthens both our places and the laws. 
But for the present I must take my leave. 
Having some weighty matters to achieve 

For C M, whose lady often touches 

Upon the pride and glory of a D  ; 
Which honor I have promised to obtaiuj^ 
For reasons I shall cheerfully explain* 



LETTER XVII. 



PEOM THE MARCHIONESS OP 



TO HER PARTICULAR FRIEND, LADT -— • 



More pleasant than ever my time flies away» 
For nothing but harmony graces the day. 
And nothing but love and the warmest delight 
Enflame my soft soul with my darling at night. 

When awake HE transports me with stories diTine, 

SnitefT Only to ears snch as H -d's and mine; 

Talks of Ovid and Suckling, as mnch as of yore. 
But the devil a woid doea he say abont M  , 
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He vows he adores what is plump, sleek and tall» 
And canH bear your '^shorbdiimpy women" at al1( 
That the greater display they can make in the chest, 
The better his head can be pillow'd to rest. 

He*s as fond as a boy in his very first love. 
And he finds me as easy as any old glove ; 
He does what he pleases, and time has long shewn 
That his fashions and fancies are truly his owe. 

As for her, the poor womauy who teaz'd him so long, 
Ben sang her funereal rites in a song ; 

In a song to the tune (good enough for a ) 

Of *' a Sprig of Shelelah, and Shamrock so green ; 
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Which we choruss'd of course, being glad she was oflP, 

INo more at our innocent pastimes tq scoff; 

And, as Heav*n we mean for ourselves, you must 

know. 
We wish'd her safe down to the regions below ! 

^Tis needful at seasons with us, as with others. 
To weep at the deaths of our fathers and motheis^ 
But grief is with us nothing more than a farce. 
For to mourn in sinceritjf proves one an ass. 
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So we never once gave the old Lady a thought. 
But sported and giggled, and toyM as we ought; 
And as for My Master, he madden'd with bliss. 
And gave me for once — a Legitimate Kiss! 



And faith ever since he has been quite a , 

Seizing ev*ry enjoyment his Circe could bring. 
Always merry and funny, uproarious, and frisky. 
And mugging himself with our care-killing whiskey. 



No gentleman ever was more at his ease. 

Or had more advisers to serve him and please. 

And Paddy, altho* a most comical elf, 

Is in just as high spirits as G y himself. 

• 

Twas a sensible scheme of my Lord C ■■, 

To cause this Hibernian pomp and display. 
For it makes all the Radicals slink to their holes. 
And gives us besides stven millions of souls! 

If these will not strengthen and make us secure^ 
1 know not what force will our greatness ensure. 
But while Paddy remains what he is just at present. 
Our lives will be truly ambrosial and pleasant. 

I 
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In my next I shall tell you—all this emire 
What the Marquis intends very shortly to do. 
For yon know e*en bis foes are compelled to confess 
He's a master of arts in the school of finesse. 

Yon know reiy well Pre an eye to a C— ,♦ 
A little more splendid, of course, than my own» 
And of this 1 have g^ven a hint rather strong. 
In the hope of attaining the honor ere long! ' 

So at present adieu — make my lore to all friends^ 
And tell them this visit has answer'd its ends; 
That C— — means cv'ry year to repeat it. 
If Van and his bndgei can manage to meet it 1 

* A D '  1 coronet. 
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LETTER XVIU. 



FBOM — — O'C— — LL, ESQ. TO SIR f« 

B TT, BART. 



Dublin* 



Dear Framk» 



While yoB*re trying, «U ways tbat you cbd. 
To fonrard in London the Catholic plan. 
To rail at poats, pensions, place hunters, and pelf. 
And to serve the great cause by first serving youT" 

ulS, 
Being briefieas at present, ihough seldom Pm brief, 
1 take up the pen to unbosom my grief. 

O'C— «ll1 0*C LL ! too well was tbat O 

Pkefia'd to tby name, for it signifies woe* 
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Woe, woe to the land of O'C ll, when he 

Shall wear a foolscap, and look silly like me. 
Bad luck to the cap, and the history about it ! 
I wish 1 had tried to have got on without it. 
But in case you know nothing of this my strange 

story, 
I'll tell you the whole of the tale, con amove ; 
And then you may cry, while this fooPs cap I tear it. 
If it fits like great G 's, pray, why don't yoti 

wear it ? 
The reason is plain, 'tis (visum teneatis!) 
I'm laugh'd at by all the dear land of potatoes. 



When lately we thought the Millenium was corne^ 
And all our great patriots must henceforth be doinb^ 
Overcome by rewards for our eloquent speeches. 
And Paddies should have both potatoes and breechci^ 
When Ireland all rang with a loyal uproar. 
Without knowing what it was thus shouting for, , 
]Sxcept that the King and his friend L - Y, 

Had come for awhile, to kill time and be meny ; 
I join*d in the shout, and forgot, like the nest, 
AH the wrongs of poor £rin, theme fittest and hest 
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For an Irishman's tongue --all the chains and pma-^ 

' lions 
That weigh down and fetter this most wronged of 

nations. 
Yes, yes, I forgot too, I swear hy the Lord, 
In the shame of m j soul, e'en the Catholic l^oard. 
And right loyally mix'd my applauses most hearty 
With the sycophant ciy of the vile Orange party. 
But this was not all :•— I most leave on my sotd 
Not a stain of the guilt— let me tell you the whole. 

When honors and favors seem scattered around. 
You may catch them almost ere they fall to the 

ground ; 
When a tit hit of blarney seems all that's required. 
To attain whate'er object your bosom has fir'd ; 
Ah ! who would not think of himself, and practisa 
A part of those arts which some people despise ? 
No poet am 1, though in Jtction I deal. 
So 1 could not my wants in a stanza reveal ; 
But as I've long dealt in ihtflowiry line, . 
Of shamrock I dress'd up a wreath, to entwine 
The illustrious brows of the king of your isle. 
Who deign*d at our banquet to eat, driakj andsmilf*. 

I 2 
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J dwelt on his yirtues, and shouted long life 

To K — G , though I thought on our cause, 

• and his > »* • 

And fondly imagin'd, in spite of the past, 
I should certainly come into favour at last ; 
That some cmn^s I should share from the libenl 

feast^ 
And a baronetcy be my portion at least. 
Alas! the vain dream of ambition is fled. 
Not aq honor adorns your poor Orator's head. 
But this cap, which some folks, in this land of mis- 
rule. 
Have wickedly christen'd the sign of the fool. 
Yes ! think not this fur, whieh envelops my crown, 
Is a badge of distinction, or mark of renown. 
It ne'er had the honour of cov'ring the pate 
Of the present most virtuous head of. the state, 
Tho' that cranium from which we inherit all bliss 
Was once shrouded in just such a cafs skin as this. 

• At the time of the rejoicing in Dublin for the failure of 
the execrable Bill of Pains and Penalties, no bouse could com- 
pare in brilliancy of appearance with Mr. O'C ll's in 

M — n Square. It displayed one blaze of light from top to 
bottom; the very fan lights were magnificently iilumiiiated. 
^\ Htu qu^m mutaitts ah ilh Bcctore /" 
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Could I bear that no favor from Royalty's han^ 
No mark of approval to shew to our land. 

On loyal O'C ll's bright brows should be seen^^ 

For his speeches so long, and his wreath evergreen ?^ 
It came into my head, as I ponder'd my case. 
This poor caput mortuum to hide from disgrace. 
In a cat*s skin, like that which enshrouded the skull 
Of the gr^at representative of Johnny Bull ; 
And then vow and protest, that the K — , for a trap,. 
By advice of the Marquis, threw at me his cap. 
Which I wear as a trophy of special endeavour 
To become, by God*s blessing, a caVs paw for ever. 
But the truth will come out;' and (most cruel mishap]i> 
The devils have found where 1 purchas'd the cap. 
And wherever 1 go is the laugh and the grin, 
Th^' '^ they cannot haye more of the cat than hisk 
skin !'' 
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PACKET OF POCEIIS. 



The following Poems, Songs, &c. were found 
sealed in one packet, addressed to the Editor of the 
Homing Post, and signed **Cakb Cowhage, T«C.D.*^ 
But, as they are not at all written in i^ spirit altoge- 
ther kindred with that journal, the Editor takes it 
for granted, that, had they been forwarded to their 
original destination, they would, in all probability,, 
have been lost to posterity. 
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PACK£T OF PO£MS. 



THE CHRISTENIRO OF DUHLBAEY, 

I. 

HiiLy Monarch of the Isles ! 

To thee I siog. 

Great King 
Of bows, and graces, whiskers, wigs, and smiles! 

IL 

Tis not of fights by field or flood. 
Of soldiers* swords and people's blood ;— • 
No, no ! — ^my harp shall strike a mood 
Right loud and merry. 
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Oome, giggling girls and boys, be listening,— 
'Tis what you like — a jolly christening,— 
The christening of that spot of new renown. 
The ranting, roaring, jingle-going, town— 
Danleary ! 

III. « . . »* 

Bright was the mom— 
The hili of Howth 
Shakes off her slofh. 
And her sides she laves 
In the foamy waves. 
Which singing mermaids gatheir oil ;»<- 
While Dalky, LambeyVhill, and Ireland's eye, 
'Smile with delight upon the light-blue sky. 
And iaugh at the royal squadron ! 

Now town on town 
Comes pouring down. 

Pell-mell frbm far and nigh ; 
Bulruddery, Glasmanogue, Kilgobbin, 
Knockmaclonaghty : 
Dunshoughlin, Cloghran,^ Knockshedan, 
Balbriggan, Skerries, Lusk, Fortran; 
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brumcondray Ballybougti, TrackiU» 
Gieen Tinahincb^ and Tallagh-hiU,— * 
Old Cooluoh, 
And St. Doolachb 
See on a backney jaunting car 
€onie BallybagSy and Mullingar, 

And sweet Knockrogheiy ;— 
Killcock beside A thy shoves on, 
Clonkelty, Youghall, natt Athlone> 
Trot arm-in-arm with Ballymnn, 
Dungarvon, and Tralee. 
Ballinasloe, 
And Killaloe, 
And Kinahagae, 
And Dragmaleagde, 
Gallop in ehaun all to see a King 
Become a priest, and make a ohristening. 



V. 

Bright is the mom !»— Sweet whiskey dews 
Spirits through ev'ry soul infuse. 
Creen Erin's glorious age is come— 
Punch cold and warm, new milk and rum, 

K 
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Wash the white dost from er^iy lip. 
And set forth naoy a quizzing^ qitip 

On jingle, car, and noddy.* 
The drop of joy's in all their eyes. 
And, 'stead of crape, white ribband-ties 

Are tied on ev'ry body. 
And now concentrate all the moving crowds. 
Mounting the mountains even to the donds. 

VI. 

Bright is the mom, and the colors flare 
From the ships and the hills in the sun's bright glare, 
And the fleet rides staunch and steady* 
The bustle's begun. 
And they race and they run ; 
And the whisper floats 
Through the crowds in the boats, 
Thsit the King' 8 half shaved already. 
** Prepare I prepare !" 
Oh, the silence is there. 
But the whisper again is about ; 
And the word was caught 
From the royal yatcbt. 
That the King u shaved all out I 

• AUndofckaiMu 
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Bustle, bustle !— keep your jli 
Soon shaU end the .toilet's graces ; 
Short's the time that stays are lacioff 
Shorter still are breeches bracing;-— 
Whiskers are not long in fixing. 
Drams don't take up time in miadn^ ; 
Wigs are soon put on— to wit. 
When the wigs are made to fit* 
Bustle, bustle !— soon we'll soo 
All the bronze of Majesty 1 

VIII. 

He comes ! he comes ! he comes !— it is ! it is !<-• 
Behold the curl, the wig, and now the phis-* 
The cape, the cravat, and the bending npA"^ 
Shout, shout ! ye Paddies !— he is on the deck I 

IX. 

And they shouted full long, and they shouted full 
loud. 

And they toss'd up their hats to the sky ; 
While the dignified Monarch repeatedly bow*d> 
In sympathy %7aying his cap to the crowd. 

And crying Pat's echoing cry. 
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X. 

And who Is that sea^nympb, so fat and so fair. 
That is standings the M- h beside ? 

'Tis the bright Lady C oh m !— thrice hap-» 

py pair! 

How they undulate up and down up and down there^ 
Like a pair of fine porpoises finning the tide ! 

XL 
Crowd aronnd, ye Fats, and see 
Virtue bright and Majesty ; 
Crowd around, ye Pats, and sing, 
** Bravo! bravo! bravo! King!** 
Crowd, blest Erin's modest dames^ 
Hail the happy C  gh — —ks I 
Wives and daughters of the isle» 

Where connubial virtues spring. 
Give them your approving smile. 

Approach, and kneel,* and kiss the K— oc. 
Honor the lady fat and fair. 
And glad the glorious widower ! 

* One of tbe Irish ladiei rosbed through the crowd i|t the 
public breakfast io Dnbllo, seized the K— g^s h^od,^ and« 
lUHng 00 her koees, kissed it ) ! ! 



Let ^^v Bvvh for ^ Qr^^v aad diigm Aug, 
DonH mind him, Pat* bfl laogfar and pleiuse yon 

K— g! 

«   

XII. 

Hark ! hark ! the signal gan 
Proclaims all ready ; 

The trumpets sound anoD» . . 

And the trudging roadsters mn— » 
Gallop each neighing hack and hraying Nedd] 

XIII. 

See where Punleary lies. 

Before all wondering eyes. 
Smiling itpon its mother's lap in consciona j<>y— 

Waiting the blest baptismal rites. 

O happy horn: ! — O sight of sights ! 
Never before beheld by man or boy 1 

XIV. 

And who is the sponsor to stand for the child i 
^ *Tis me," say* Killiivet^s green bill ; 
^ And the Black Rock there 
It the lady /blr, 

K 2 
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With her'sea^riack tresseis iff the wind W wild. 
To he god-mother, if she wiQ.V 
And she will, and she will,'* 

KiLLINEY hill, 

s 

For the gracious K — o 4oth wish her; 

Yet the/atr Black Rock* 

Shall receive a shock 
^y this christening, which ^hall dish her. 

Hark ! hark ! again-r-^gain the gun 

Calls loudly to begin ; 
Again the gaping gazers run — 

Again the din. 
The M— — H come8«--the name is giv'n — 
** King's Town ! King's Town!" rings to beav'o. 
And now the strong baptismal fount 
Of whiskey, splashes the infant's front. 
And, streaming rapid to the sea. 
Washes <^ Dunxeaby" quite away. 

* The. Black-Rock has heretofore been the Saodaj resort 
for the citizens of Dablio $ — lince, however, hit M**— — ' — y 
honored Donleary to highly, the latter place ^| becoa* 
ibm favourite. 
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Fire, smoke, and thundery rages ronnd^ 

And the trumpets loudly sing ; 
Whil^ the Wicklow mountains dance to the 

sound. 
For the happy, happy K — g. 
His r«— -1 head, with conscious pleasure. 
Keeps time to the ranting roaring measure ! 
While the lady gay who sat beside. 
Like a fsXjloghoolough western bride, 
Patted his cheek with her velvet hand. 
And loudly cried. 
As the people ey*d, 
^^ What a service, Lordj you hme done the 
landr 
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^' Shout, shout, and roar. 
From the sea to the shore !'' 
'Tis done, and all is wild uproar* 
The Liffey flings her fish to the skies» 
To giv^ tbem a gala meal of flies — 
Ani) the cocks and hens take wing; 

K 2 
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And the Navan bogs onask'd shoot out 
Huge kishes of turf to the hills about. 
To make at night 
The bonfires light. 
For the glorious Chbist-en-ing f ! I 
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LINSly 

AtfcompaoyiDg a Glass Goblet which was seot to the Lord 

Mayor of Dablio by the Dutchess of Richmond, for the 

purpose of drinking the K — g's health. 

Go^ little goblet, bright and clear. 
The gift of happy Dublin's Mayor; 
Oh let him fill thee to the brim. 
And let him drink, and drink to him 
Who ever is, though ever gone, 
l^y dear ador'd Anacreon. 

Thott^rt not of gold — ^no, that would be 
like tampering with Mayoralty ; 
And bribing, as it were, thy way 
To bask beneath the Royal ray : 
But thou'rt of glass, through which all eyes 
May see thy curious qualities; 



It's you that wore the handsome wig» 

wira sthra, &c 
Frizzed nately round your face so big^, 

O wira sthni, &c. 
It's you that let yourself be seen. 
And hawkM about through CoUege-Green^ 
As much .as JoHNNlr'hawk'd his Q— — n^ 

O wira sthrn, &c* 

III. 
It's you — ^it*8 you that's not afraid, 

wira sthru, &c. 
To wear the Shamrock green cockade, 

O wira sthru, &c. 
It's long the green was on the shelf, 
When ev'ry loyal Orange elf 
For wearing it would hang ytntrulf! 

wira sthru, &c. 

IV. 
It's you that made Lord S Bt --*«»& r^asl^ 

wira sthru, &c. 
Ould Darlet for his dirty toast. 

O wira sthru> &c. 
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It's fou, in all your K-i^LY taste, 
Brought out tbat ugly nosy haste, r ^ 

To entertain ttieni at the feast, 
wirasthru,,&c, 

V. 

It's you that prais'd tfee trhiskey rare, 

O wirasthru, &c. 
And that^s because you Hk'd it dear, 

O wira sthru, &c. 
It's you, with all your ladies, feign 
Would be the most gallantest swain,— 
And its you that danc'd a jig at Slane, 

O wira sthru, &c. 

VI. 
It's yon that prais'd each street and sqaare, 

O wira sthru, &c« 
It is a pity people don't live there, 

wira sthru, &c. _J 

But Qallity^ was there one day. 
Before the time of C  h. 

But, like you both, they're gone away 1 

wira sthm, &c« 

• **Qallity," a term used by the vulgar for great people. 

L 
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You t^noPd us this, and you tawPd us that, 

O wira stbra, &c. 
How long you'd be a friend to Pat, 

O wira 8th ru, &c. 
Andy oh ! you towCd us not to fret. 
And said youM make us happy yet— * 
Remember that ytm d&n*i forget ! 

O wira sthru, &c. 
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IRISH IIBLODT^ 

Sung hjf tk4 ffwtekold Bard ai 8 c Caitle 

She 18 snug in the land where her fat lover sleeps. 

The M— Q— 8 no longer is spying ; 
For he knows yery well when his distance he keepi 

That his wife for a D— d — m is trying. 

She frolics and frisks to soft jiggery strains, 
Ey*ry note on her lover's pipe waking ; 

But little she thinks, while he*s taking such pains. 
How the back of his M ' -y's breaking! 

Had she liv'd for his love, when warm youth, in i 
pride, 
Forg'd the chain that so sweetly entwin'd him ; 

Old age might forgive, andyonth would not deride- 
But his best days are now gone behind him ! 



m 

So make him a bed at S e Castle to-night. 
And comfort him under his sorrow; 

His grief won't last long for his wife— being light,^ 
And you may be a D ss to-*mon[ow [ 

B 
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FROM THE ' ^' Tb THE DUTCHESS OF 

E D. 

My dear, my darling buxom lass. 
The good Lord Mayor receivM your glass; 
Which he filPd up with worthy stingo. 
And drank our health and your's, by jingo ! 
It is a wond^rous pretty thing 
But not too good for A by. K — g; 
A man who at a civic feast 
Resembles not so much the beast 
As Aldermen in London do> 
But tell me, love, and tell me tnte, 
"Whether this gift doth feirly seem 
The token of your kind esteem 
For him or me ? — for you know which ;— 
Or say, you sly old coaxing witch 

L 2 
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Was it alone to make me think 

Of tho6« sweet eyes of darkest hue. 
That love might hover near the brink. 

And lead my soul to dream of you ? 
If so, I'll knight, if you desire, 
A — H — M B — D — Y K— o. Esquire; 
And though it gives my bosom pain, 

I'll do two things not very easy ; 
I'D leave your rival down at S — ne. 

And run away from E'  h— ?y— y [ 



B 



19S 



"• 



lilNES ON THE BECEPTION OF A CERTAIH 
MARQUIS IN IRELAND. 

*' 'Twas not for him whose soul was cast 
In the bright mould of ages past ] 
lYhose melancholy spirit fled 
With all the glories of the dead^ — 
^Twas not for him to swell the crowd 
Of slavish heads that shrinking bow*d 

Before the as he past, 

Like shrubs beneath the poison blast !" 

MOOBI« 

Oh say not that my country stands, 

A mark of scorn to other lands,— 

That one proud spirit could descend 

To welcome as a generous friend. 

Or take the hand that years before ' 

Way'd high the scourge^ and smote her sore! 
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Oh say not that one Iri$k heart 
Coold stoop to that ignoble part—* 
One patriot bosom join the throngs, 
Ezeept to view with hatred strong 
The man who thns rewarded came. 
For treacherous deeds too black to name. 
And now who tamely coald behold 
The land whose rights he basely sold! 

Bnt rathei say— fiom Slay'ry^s den 
Rush*d forth a host of 0***gemen,— - 
A corporate band of city knaves. 
Fit only for the work of slayes ! 
Who, when their country's freedom hiy 
Prostrate and chained by C»**»*****h, 
And all those noble ends were foiPd 
Which heroes bled for— patriots toiPd, 
Then did those recreant slaves exult. 
Who now, with joyous wild tumult. 

Welcomes the , or something worse,-** 

Bom but to be his country's cuise ! 
And took his faithless word on trust. 
Who would not if he could be just ! 
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NEW IRISH MELODY. 
Air-><< A Landlady Id France." 

Therb^s an Alderman here looking foolish and fat^ 
With cheeks not much g^ven to dimples ; 

With a mouth full as wide as a large brewer's yat^ 
And a nose richly studded with pimples. 

Be waddles along with abundance of grace^, 
Though sometimes cast down from deep think- 
ing; 
And few could mistake from one look at his face 

That he^s dreaming of eating and drinking ! 

He has written a volume on every dish— 

'Tis a learned and eloquent treatise ; 
On turtle, andven'son, andwild-fowl, and fish* 

Whiph he gave Mr. Morrison* gratis ! 

* The prince of coolpi in Dublin* 
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Hit ezqiusite taste ages yet will admire^ 
When the Alderman down in the earth is ; 

And cooks of both sexes get drunk o'er the fire. 
Id pledging thy fame, Billt C s ! 



B. 
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DARBY AND TIAGUE. 

An Irish Eclogue. 

Qud ie, McerU pedes ? an, qnO via docit fo arbem ? 

Virgil, Ecleca IX* 

TBAGUE. 

O Darby, welcome ! — *pon my sawl Vm glad. 
To see yov once more down at Kinnegad. 
Tip us the fist, my boy i^Ough gra ma chree! 
You look so well, you're scarce yoars^'lf I see. 
Come, draw the stool, sit down with me and KiTTY, 
And tell us all the sights of Dublin city. 
But first, here Kate, your«otr/, a drop o^ stuff'* 
Make haste, for God knows Darby's dry enough. 



DARBY. 

Well^ here's your health, Te a GUE-*-KiTTT>youf*i 

and so 
Here goes to tell you all about the show. 
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i jusi had set my car of ^pratw clow«r 
The day the world's wonder came to to#ii ; 
So off to Sackyille-street 1 takes my fling. 
To meet and make my manners to the K«— a. 
When dose beside a thing they calPd a gate^ 
Stuck in the very middle of the street, 
I-stood — because I often heard that kings 
Were fond of riding through such pretty things* 
WeUy here I stood, with millions round about^ 
All mouths well whiskey'd for the welcome shoot 
When up comes galloping a captain gay — 
Knocks to get through the gate, the goose ! when be 
Might ride sdl round it. — ''Ho! halloa ! who^t 

there ? 
D'ye hear. Sir !"— *' Who are you ?'\toar'd;oat the 

Mayor. 
(The Mayor's the man whose cloven-footed derk 
Made foohcapa for his master in the dark.) 



* Teagae was wroog in caUiofi; the poor clerk " 
footed:^* the allaslen evideotly bears upon the pecalatioo 
practised upon certain public offices in Dublin, in the sappUei 
of stationery made by Mr. Abraham Bradley Kin||. N9.1f 
we know that he did not rob for either himself or hb mUr 
ter, but out of sheer mistake. Large sums were certaWy 
plundered from tiie public throogh tliifl mlif«lfcei iBMif «l^ 
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The CaptaiB oailingyAaid the K«^o was waiting;. > 
And ^bh'd them jkol to waste their timie im piatiAg; 
" But, no," replies the Mayor, *• he can't get in ; 
For though he's K — a without^ I'm King within ;— 
But if he sends a proper messenger^ 
We'll then, perhaps, have no ohjection. Sir." ; 

TEAGUE, 

But, Darby, was'nt it very ill becoming 
To send snch message ? 

Darby. 
Pooh ! H was merely hHnunitig ! 
Lord Mayors have priv'leges — gilded things. 
Coach, mace, and fur, a sort of City Kings ; 
And there may rule the roast and play the fool,— 
You know that cooks in kitchens like to rule. 
Well, now the K — G and all his nobles come. 
Lord this— Duke that— Sir Fudge— and Marquis 

Fum; 
O such a sight !-»-it made my eyes grow dim> 
For half an hour I hardly saw a atim: 



though the pocket has been discovered which contahis thsft 
moBey, yet we have Dot heard of a farthiog of it being rt- 
tumed 1 ! ! 

M 
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But when I got close up, to my Aiirpri8e» 
The iighi of him, faith, apem'd all my eyct/ 

TEAGUE. 

Bat tell me, Darbt, had he hands and face 
Like other people ? 

DARBT. 

A rrah ! hould your pace ! 
Indeed he had, faith, face to face the deyil. 
And hands too, which he let us shake quite civil ;- 
God bless your sowl — a King is just the same 
As other men, except in name— or fame. 

TEAGUE. 

And does he spake like us ? 

DARBT. 

No, Teaoue, not quite ; 
More like court-people, if ] judge him right; 
A kind of tongue that's hardly understood^ 
Though he could spake much plainer if kc wo%UU 
I got beside him— shouted out hurroo ! 
And when I wavM my hand^ he wavM his too; 
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Held up the golden shamrock of his bat^ 
And seemed qnite happy in diverting Pat* 

TEAGUE. 

If Kings are made the same as most of us. 
Why do they always kick up such a fuss ? 
How can one man make twenty million men 
Do as he wishes? 

DARBY. 

Why, ril tell you then* 
"Us not the K— g that does it, but a set 
Of little tyrants that around him get ; 
And, in his name, which ey*ry one respects, « 
Demands and threats, and pockets the effects. 

KITTY. 

Pooh! weVe enough of tyrants — ^hang them alt! 
And tell us of the K — o. Now is he tall ? 
And is he handsome. Darby ? Come, go cm 
Ecod, I'm quite a gig to hear the fun ! 

DABBY. 

Handsome be is, and likes the ladies too; 
And, Kitty, faith, the very thing for yon. 



I 
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(With Tbaqujs's permisuoii.) 

TEAGUE. 

O no, Daebt, no ! 

IVe iiot a wish to be ennobkd so. 

Horn coronets are very handsome things^ 

And gay convenient articles to R-*gs. 

However, as I've still an easy head, 

I'm quite content with Kittt and the spade, 

KITTY. 

Don*t taze yourself; for though I'm what I aiii| - ^ 
I'll never be a Lady C , 

DARBT. 

Well, Kate, success!— yotp: purty health, my 

dear ! 
I^m sure you're ten times better as yon are. 
If you had seen her and a strange Princen, 
Cover'd with aU the flouncery of dress. 

This day his M y was hawk'd about. 

In balcony from all the rest struck out- 
How ev'ry one that knew her grimi'd upon her, ' - 
And how they jeer'd her hosband'a §iar of hofM 
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If you had seen her waveler hand and ciy^ 
^* God bless the K-rO !— long^ live yoar M-«— t! 
And then have turnM and seen the people's faces» 
I'm snre you would not envy them their places ! 

Well, OD the K — o and I went with the crowd^ 
lie bowing low as ever parson bow'd. 
Upon ray soul, Teague, betwixt you and me. 
He seem'd much humbler than a K — o should be« 
fiut what d'ye think that beat out all the resl^ 
And seem'd the very thick-milk of the jest? 
By way of compliment, some funny chap 
Let fall a thumping pigeon in his lap ! 

KITTY. 

A pigeon, Darbt! sorely 'twas not meant 
To be a dacent Irish compliment ! 
If they had thiown a peacock at him, then 
'Twould have been right— -or else a guine&'hen ; 
Nothing could be so good to show their zeal 
As birds with pretty feathers in the tail ! 

TEAGUE. 

But, Darbt, I must go and milk the eows^ 
And you had better feteh the imo auld sows, 

M 2 
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While KiTTT boils ihe*pratie$, and sets oat 
Our smoking supper-dish of sHr-alMniit 
And ere the last light dies upon the west. 
We'll hear ypu, Dabbt, tell qs all ihe rest* 



IS& 
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ON A RECENT BISMIStAA. 



Art ihoa,/ too, the victim of courtly intrig^uing,, 
Where ruin ^.waits on the truth that offends ?- 

But fear not their base— rtheir contemptible leaguing,, 
For Britain's thy country— the people thy friends! 

}Ai us think on the glory achiey'd by thy hand. 
When the Gauls had made captive proud Austrin's 
lord» 
How the succour afforded by thee and thy band, 
. The monarch to freedom and safety restor*d«* 

« Sir R. W-*— N Id tbe year 1794, with a small hanrffid 
of meo, rescued tbe Emperor of Germaoy from tbe hands of 
the French, after that monarch had been taken prisoner by 
them« It was for this gallant aciion that he received ^ 
order of Maria Theresa. 
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Or how Lusitania, by thee taught to war 
With courage new nerv'd, sought the battled 
alarms, 

In danger and slaughter determined to share^ 
And riyaird th' exploits of the Britons in arms.^ 

Or how, as thy conduct and valour preyaiPd, 

British soldiers were sav'd in that critical hour^ 
When the skill of their much-yaunted leader had 

faiPd 
To rescue his host from the enemy's power.f 

So widely acknowledged thy virtues and fame. 
That scarcely in Europe exists there a throne^ 

Whose prince is not honorM by hon*ring thy name» 
Which heeds not, brave chief, the caprice of thine 
own. 

* Sir Robert orgaoised the Portogoese army Id the pea- 
insolar war. 

f It will easily be perceived, that an alluion ii made to 
Sir IL'i preierviog the Britiih army after the battle bt Tala- 
▼era ; but there are eervicet which etuure any thing but gra* 
iitude, 

i Sir R— — t has received orden and marks of penooal 
respect from all the principal Sovereigoi in Enrope. 
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Though deck*d with those honours unsullied, mw 
stainM, 

Thy name shall all-glorious descend to thy race» 
Tliy worth a yet prouder distinction has gain'd. 

In that which thy foes have designed a disgrace* 

^lieir censure an4 hate is the brightest reward. 
That tyrannous courtieirs could ever bestow 

On him, whose braye spirit could never regard 
lu a pes^eable brother the face of a foe. 
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the d0blih mayor and the london aldb 
mak; ob> a bit of blarney. 

" The rage of the TaUnre, the love of the tartle^ 
Now melt into lorrow, now madden to crime." 

Lord BrRov. 

Have ye heard of the worthy, so fat and so i 

▼our*d, 

A mountain of wealth, tho' a man of great wm 

Coarse and soar, tho' a judge of the sweet and t 

sayoyr'd. 

Rough and rude in his ways, tho* of delicate tan 

To herald the praise of the brown biscuit baker» 
To trumpet his glories these lines I rehearse, 

stationer honest, in fame a partaker. 
Must share in the tribute that flows in my verse. 
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On the first annual day of the Sov*reign*8 acceasioiH— 

The&e heroes assembled to g^uzzle and feast ; 
The good things of earth grac*d their board in suc- 
cession— 
The good things of earth their good-humour in- 
creased. 

As themselves, Paddy swore there were none in the 
nation^ 
So loyal, so wise, so enlightened by far. 
The King was the god of their soul's adoration— 
The company shouted, and grinn*d, and said ^* ah i 
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Who doubts aught of this— yes— exclusively loyal> 
Holes and comers bear witness they're gallant by 

w stealth ; 

Each struts on his dunghill, the little cock-royal> 
And shows worldly wisdom by scraping up wealth. 

And who then can doubt that in joy they all 
brightened. 
Full of flame and of fire was each Sgkt headed 
ass ; « 

And who can deny that the group was enfighten'ds 
The room where they din'd was illumin'd with goi^ 
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Then hence with vftin scoffin^^ gel fiesh-Jblooii^nC' 

myrtle, 
. And weave a green wreath to eneirde each acull; 
Encrown with wild dock-Ieares great Akiennan 

Turtle, 
Get chaplets of nettles for each hrainleaa gnlL 

Do justice to merit-^-away with detracting. 
And speak of them neither for better ner worse; 

He's a wonderfol man, for excessive ^anirtieiiiig 
Has swoln out at once both his pauneb and hit' 
pnrae. 

Then leaving the proud to enjoy their vain boasting 
With Aldermen great in their heada let us sing 

Success to all blarney — ^proceed in your toasting. 
Come, here's to the C*s of Cox, Curtis, and King.*" 

J. 

* This and the foregoing Poem was not originally anonpt 
tlie packet of epistles foond. Tlie latter hat been before 
pabliihed in one of the London joomali. 
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A VERSIFICATION OF THE IRISH ORATION.* 
** Dolce rideDtem Lallageii amabo, Dolce loqueotem..*' 

HOR. 

Mt Lords and Gentlemen, and my good yeomanry, 
1 cannot, as it were — a — speak, d*y'see— 
That is, I can't find words — a — quite ahuere, , 
To say how very glad I am at landing here. 
** I'm obliged to you all. 
Both great and smell, 
I am, upon my soul I am, I'm sure. 
For thus escorting me e'eli to my very door* 



* This yaloable reeord ii gWeo foftbfolly at spokeo by 
hU Majesty, Jl ii a itrikiog proof of (he degree in which 
the Royal Orator possenes the Ungua duldtf for the words* 
absolotely fell into metre aod rhime of their own accord* 
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I may not now be able to ezpiets 
My feelings in a suitable address. 
Vve trayePd far» Sirs-*yery far indeed^ 

And made a mighty long sea-voyage too 
From Brighton all the way to HoLTHBAot 
And then came piping hot by steam to yoa« 
Besides, some circumstance have occnrr'd. 
By which I'm somewat — that is— rather queer^d-^ 
My friends I need — a— tell you how— 
The less thaVs said on that the belter notcH- 
My wife — you understand me/rtfiuft— my wife— 
None but the kind and delicate 
My feelings can appreciate. 
Odd's bobbs, this day*s the happiest of my lift ! L 

I've long wish'd for this visit ; and yon know • 
I am an Irishman— quite Irish— -though 
My mother did'nt relish saying so. 
I love my Irish subjects. Rank and station 
Is nothing— no» not e*en a Coronation I 
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But oh to lire in Irish heattB^ d^y'see^ 

Is most exalted happiness to me. 

Once more I thank you for your kindness iu>w» 

And bid you all farewell — Good by ! 

Go do by me as I shall do by you— 
A bumper of good whiskey drink to me^ 
And ril drink one to yon — ay, ^wo or tb.ree^ 

Even till the happy drop 's— all in my eye I ! ! 
A 
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aOTAL THREE-HANDED WHIST. 

I 

A FAMILY party sat down to gamble. 
And three-handed whist was the game ; 

The host he was one, and the guest was another^ 
The third was the fine fat dame. 

And they play*d» and they play'd— 'but in er'ry hand 
The guest he was just in the nick ; — 

Now the dame managed so that 'twas honors divided-^ 
He managed to make the odd trick. 

And he won, and he won — ^for the stupid old host 
Left the whole of the thing to the dame ;— • 

Oh I never was seen such a gambling guest—- 
Such a comical Cunning-game ! 
A 



HambUn, Printer, Garlld^-hUl. 



[ 

p  




d' 



f^^ 



■'f 

. 

I 

:i 



.i| 






'T 




